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FICTION i = 


; CHARM SCHOOL 


ee by Kathy 5-P-4 FPE 


Harry Babbitt inserted his key into the keyhole of the draped glass 
door of the “Beth Babbitt Charm School” and entered the plush recep- 
tion area which was unoccupied at this early hour of 8:30 A.M. He 
noticed with pleasure the reflection of himself in the large wall to wall 
mirrors which completely covered the walls of the room from floor to 
ceiling. 


The reflection revealed a trim, physically fit, good looking young man 
dressed in a conservative business suit, unobtrusive tie, freshly laundered 
white shirt, and neatly polished shoes. He straightened his tie, hitched up 
his trousers and proceeded to the small office in the rear of the school 
where he spent most of his time: 


The flat grey paint on the bare walls of his office were in great contrast 
to the red flocked wallpaper in the reception area where new students 
first made contact with the school. The brown desk lamp was in sharp 
contrast to the elaborate crystal chandelier that descended from the 
ceiling of the reception room. With all the money that he and Liz had 

spent on decorating their school, he wondered why his office had to be 
| so dull and drab in comparison to the classrooms and reception area. 


His present surroundings were vastly different from the field office 
he had maintained on construction jobs. Harry Babbitt had been a 
successful builder of small commercial structures until three years ago. 
Then, a tight money market had brought an abrupt halt to this business 
activity. 


When Lizabeth Babbitt had suggested that she would like to operate a 
charm school, as she wanted something to occupy her time, he had agreed 
to finance the venture and to help out until the construction business got 
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back to normal. The construction picture seemed to be improving and he 
was glad since he was getting bored with the sameness of the school 
routine. 


Liz Babbitt had been a fashion model, and most successful, in the Los 
Angeles area but had retired seven years ago when she got married. She 
was not the type of woman who was meant for inactivity, and the school 
had become her main interest, often competing with Harry for her time 
and attention. 


It had been fun finding a good location in a good suburban area out- 
side of Los Angeles proper and in designing the school layout. He re- 
membered how left out he had felt, when Liz insisted on doing the 
decorating herself, without advice from him. It did not take long for 
him, once the school was opened, to find that the only contribution that 
he could make to this venture, was to handle the bookeeping, purchasing 
of non technical supplies, signing the students to course of instruction 
contracts, and handling the collection of tuition. 


He had to admit that his wife was a successful business woman. She 
had a knack of getting students and of maintaining their interest through 
the initial and advanced courses that the school provided. She had 
assembled a most competent faculty and supporting staff, and had made 
profitable arrangements with a Beauty Salon, dress shop, and similar 
establishments. 


Harry rifled through his desk and prepared the three contracts that 
new students were to sign that afternoon. He wrote checks for the months 
expenses and completed the payroll and days deposits. Everything was 
really running smoothly and took very little of his time. 


He placed his feet on the desk and prepared to wait for his wife while 
wondering how he could keep busy for the rest of the day. Once the 
classes began, there was not much for him to do. He could turn on the 
speakers and listen to the lectures and discussions in the classrooms, but 
he had done this so often, that he could almost give the lectures himself 
and conduct the discussions. 


His wife had had an elaborate inter¢om system setup so that she 
could listen to the classes in progress and give constructive criticism as 
well as making certain that the instructors did their jobs properly and 
this was one of the reasons the school had been so successful. However, 
use of the intercom listening devise had allowed Harry to pass time quickly 
in the past. 
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His thoughts came to an end as Liz entered his office, removed her 
fitted coat, kissed him lightly on the cheek and said. “Sorry that I was. 
not able to drive in with you this morning, but there were some things 
that 1 had to do. How are things going this morning?” 


Harry looked at the beautiful woman who was his wife. A stately 
5°7” and 123 Ibs. with the curves that nature intended a woman to have, 
precisely proportioned as nature intended them to be. Liz was a woman 
who with her well proportioned features and complexion, would have 
put the cosmetic industry out of business. Today. for a change of pace, 
she was wearing a minidress belted somewhat below the waistline and the 
new squaretocd shoes buckled across the instep. Only another woman 
would have known she was wearing makeup, so natural was everything 
about her and even her voice was a joy to listen to. 


Although only slightly taller than his wife, Harry knew that they made 
an attractive couple. 


The day passed very slowly for Harry. The student contracts were 
signed and looking at the three young women who appeared most ordi- 
nary to him, he knew that a vast improvement would occur during their 
six weck class schedule and that they would be barely recognizable if he 
were to meet them at the conclusion of their first classes. It seemed an 
eternity before the evening classes were over and he and Liz were driving 
home to their apartment. 


As he was proceeding through an intersection, there was a resounding 
crash as a blue convertible car, running a red light, rammed into the 
passenger side of his car forcing him into the curb and into a fire hydrant 
causing it to send gushers of water high into the air. 


His first thoughts were tor Liz and although shaken, he opened his 
door and ran to the other side of the car very much aware that his wife 
was not moving and worried about her being all right. The door was 
jammed and he reversed his direction and pulled her out of the car from 
the drivers side, and moved her out of range of the gushing water from 
the hydrant. 


Everything that followed was as in a dream. He remembered the am- 
bulance ride to the hospital, the call to his family doctor, his concern 
when told that Liz had a severe concussion and would have to be hospi- 
talized for several weeks, but that she would be all right although not 
able to work for a few months. 
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After making certain that everything possible was being done to make 
Liz comfortable, Dr. Rodin drove Harry to his now empty apartment 
where he spent a sleepless night. 


Breaktast was forgotten that first morning as Harry phoned the hospital 
and was relieved to learn that his wife was coming along fine, but that 
since she was under sedation, that it would be best if he did not visit her 
until evening, and then only briefly. 


It was while driving to the school in his wife’s car, that he first noticed 
the stiffness in his own body and was grateful that he had nothing more 
serious wrong with him. 


While waiting for the others to arrive, he began planning on what 
could be done to keep the school operating efficiently since Liz not only 
interviewed the new students. but also conducted classes in relief of the 
other teachers. He felt certuin that the faculty would help him keep 


things running smoothly until his wife was able to return. 


Mary Carlyle was the first to arrive and burst into tears when informed 
of the events of the past evening. She had modelled with Liz in the old 
days and felt very close to the Babbitts and she taught the classes in 
makeup and hairstyling. She soon controlled herself and told Harry to go 
to his office and that she would tell the others what had happened. Harry 
agreed and asked her to let him know when the staff had all arrived as he 
wanted to speak to them. When everyone had arrived, they assembled in 
Liz’s office with its lavendar wall paper and elaborate statuary. Harry 
seated himself at Liz’s desk and addressed the group. 


“Lam going to need all the help | can get. Liz will be fine in a few 
months and | would like things to continue as before, so that when she 
returns the school will not have sufferred. 1 know the routines as well as 
she does, but of course can only cover your classes in an emergency and 
I am certainly not able to conduct them as she would, but will do the 
best I can.” 


Then began the new routine tor Harry which was soon to remain the 
same and yet to change. 


The routine called for Liz to take all new students to the office of Ellen 
Humphry, who was an artist in figure control, to discuss their figure 
problems with her and Liz, and would then get suggestions as to the 
best type of foundations, bras, girdles, etc. for their individual figures. 
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Millie Jones, one of the new students was the first to arrive and Harry 
greeted her by saying, “Mrs. Babbitt will be unavailable today, but if you 
will follow me, I would like you to meet Miss Humphry who will assist 
you in the proper selection of undergarments to best enhance your figure. 
Later Miss Cummings will assist you in wardrobe selection and acces- 
sory wear. 


Harry noticed a certain reluctance to comply with his request, but 
complied with it was and he could understand since this was not the 
place that a new student expected to be under the guidance of a man. 


Miss Jones was introduced to Miss Humphrey and although Liz 
would have assisted Ellen in this first contact with the school, Harry 
had no choice but to retire to his office where he turned on the speaker 
in Miss Humphrey’s room. 


He was glad that he had left since the conversation would have been 
impossible with him present in the room. 


He could hear Miss Humphrey tell Millie Jones that she had a good 
figure, but recommended a waistcinch until proper exercise could reduce 
the waistline. The discussion of various bra styles was most revealing 
since he had not been aware that Miss Jones had not been adequately 
endowed by nature, though Ellen had known at once. Different items to 
correct this deficiency were mentioned and several recommendations 
were made. 


His casual interest became less casual as he heard Miss Jones say that 
she would purchase the suggested items from a store of her own choosing, 
rather than from Femina Foundations which paid the school a commis- 
sion and made a substantial contribution to its income. He had not real- 
ized how much Liz did to arrange the sale of Femina products. 


The routine followed was the same for the next two students and al- 
though the figure faults were not the same, the lack of sufficient motiva- 
tion to purchase from the recommended store resulted in no potential 
sales of Femina products which meant a loss of income for the school. 


Although Harry knew the routines of the school almost verbatim, he 
could not utilize this information when he was called on to cover the 
classrooms. For example when he took over Mary Carlyle’s makeup class, 
he discussed makeup from the male point of view, but could see that the 
students were not truly interested and became somewhat diverted. 
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Robyn Marshall, who conducted the modeling classes was rushed back 
from her lunch hour since Harry’s trying to verbalize modeling technique, 
though technically correct, had the class in an uproar. 


Sylvia Cummings class in Accessory and Dress Coordination was 
even worse as Harry made the mistake of correcting an obviously over- 
dressed young woman, who took offense at a mere male telling her how 
to dress and what accessories to use. Sylvia’s early return was the only 
thing that prevented the student from quitting. 


He was brought up short in Alice Ellison’s diction and voice class 
when one of the student insisted that it was a waste of time being told 
how to talk and that she wanted to be shown. Alice returned in time to 
reinterest her class. 


When the last student had left for the evening another meeting of the 
faculty was held and an evaluation made. The meetings were always 
informal for this close knit group which liked each other and got along 
so well, 


After much discussion, Mary Carlysle finally found the courage to say 
the obvious. “Harry, I don’t think that things are going to work out if 
we continue on as we did today. First, we have lost the ability of getting 
our students to buy where we recommend without Liz. They want a 
woman's advise in this area and none of us can take over this function 
and conduct our classes at the same time”. 


Alice Ellison added, “‘] think that the students resent a man in the 
classroom and | honestly feel that we will have some dropouts unless we 
do something.” 


Ellen then suggested that they hire another woman instructor to take 
over for Mrs. Babbitt, but it was quickly concluded that a “good” ins- 
tructor was probably working already and would not want a job for only 
a few months. 


“Why then, don’t we hire somebody and train them in our routines?” 
suggested Robyn Marshall. 


“Can’t be done”, added Mary, “None of us have the time to do the 
training, and by the time we did train someone where they could be 
useful, Liz will be back”. 


Michelle 
New York 


Joan Kimberly 
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“What we need, and need desperately,” interjected Sylvia Cummings, 
the schools expert on dress and accessories. “Is someone familiar with 
our routine and course of study, and the only person I know who does, 
is Harry, who unfortunately is not built right for the job, being a male”. 


“Too bad you are not a girl, Mr. Babbitt.” commented Emma Ryan 
the school’s seamstress. “You do know everything about our school.” 


“Well, | won’t give up” flatly stated Miss Carlyle, “We have a good 
thing going for al] of us, and there has to be some answer!” 


The meeting adjourned with nothing accomplished and Harry rushed 
to the hospital to visit Liz. She was still under sedation and he was 
informed that it might be a week before she would be able to talk to him. 
He needed desperately to discuss the new problems with someone and 
missed Liz for this reason as well as all others. 


On arriving home, Harry was surprised to find Mary Carlyle waiting 
for him in her car at the entrance of his apartment building. 


“Harry, can | come up with you for a few minutes. | would like to talk 
to you” she inquired. 


“Certainly, | could also use some company this evening. I hate being 
alone at night.” he answered. 


Once in his apartment, Mary who had been a regular visitor, prepared 
a light snack for the two of them. When they had finished eating, Harry 
inquired what it was that she wanted to talk about. 


“Harry, the solution to our problem is really very simple, although 
I will admit it is most unconventional. Still, it’s the only way we have to 
go, and | am sure that once | explain what must be done, you will agree 
... at least 1 hope you do.” she continued. 


“Emma Ryan hit the solution right on the button but we were not 
aware of it at the time. We went out for coffee after you left and agreed 
that our problem is solved, if you are willing to cooperate.” 


Without waiting for his answer, she continued on.” the problem, we 
all agreed, is the fact that as a man you disrupt, rather than help in the 
activities of the school. The solution is that you become a woman until 
Liz comes back since you have often given our lectures back to us in jest, 
and you do know the course of study better than anyone outside of your 
wife.” 


JRANSvESTIA 


“What a great idea,” commented Harry very sarcastically. “All I have 
to do is wave a magic wand and I become what I am not. The beard 
disappears, the hair become long, the fingernails elongate, and my legs 
become smooth and my voice changes pitch! And even if this miracle 
were to occur, we still have a waistline, hips, bust, clothes, and...” 


Mary interrupted, “I did say it could be done, IF you cooperate. 
Nothing that you have mentioned cannot be taken care of very easily. 
You’ve seen some of our students and what we have done for them. We 
had less to work with on some of the worse ones, and you will admit we 
did a good job in only six weeks”. 


“All of us have agreed to give you our help and whether you will admit 
it or not, you have picked up most of the information you will need. All 
that is required is a little practice on your part. What I want to know, is 
whether you will give it a try, or .... whether we let the school go into 
bankruptcy?” she concluded. 


“T think it is an impossible idea,” replied Harry Babbitt, and | don’t 
think it can work. But a poor idea is better than none, and I am willing 
to give it a try, but so help me, if this ever leaks out, 1 am going to leave 
town for good!” 


“Let’s start right now!” commanded Mary, “All of us girls will take 
turns staying with you each evening and tonight is my night.” if 


From her overly large purse, Mary withdrew a waistcinch and bra with 
inflatable inserts. “I took these from the school supply anticipating that 
you would go along with our suggestion. Everything else that we need, 
we can borrow from Liz’s things since you are almost the same size and 
coloring”. 


“What do you want me to do with these things?” Harry demanded. 


“Put them on, of course, but not until I assemble a few other things 
for you to take into the bedroom”. Mary replied. 


She then went to Liz’s bureau and took out a fresh pair of blue panties, 
matching slip, and hose and placed them on the bed along with the items 
from her purse. “Call me when you have put these items on.” she ordered. 


Harry closed the door of his bedroom and removed his shirt, trousers 
and other clothing until he was completely disrobed down to the bare 
skin. “What am I doing?” he asked himself. 
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However, after a moments hesitation, he wrapped the waistcinch 
around his waist and hooked it into place. He then slipped into the blue 
panties and pulled the garters of the cinch through, and then into the 
half slip which he had often admired on his wife. 


“Come on in” he called to Mary,” Pll need your expert help with the 
rest of this”. 


Mary instructed him to slip his arms through the bra straps, placed the 
inflated inserts into the cups, and hooked the bra across his back. She 
then showed him how to roll on his nylon hose and how to attach them 
to the garters of the cinch, although this was something that he already 
knew from observation. 


She then reached into Liz’s closet and brought out a pair of mules 
for him to put on and a house coat from one of the many that Liz had 
accumulated. “Follow me into the washroom” she ordered.” Once inside, 
she very briefly shaped his eyebrows, applied a base of pancake makeup, 
eyebrow pencil, mascara and lipstick to the surprised Harry. 


“This is only a dry run.” she commented, “I just want to give you 
some confidence in yourself and a rough idea how well you will look for 
your first day at school tomorrow.” 


Harry then removed the housecoat and Mary handed him a loosely 
belted shift which had been one of Liz’s favorites, and assisted him in 
getting into it. 


“One more item, Harry, and then you can look at yourself and we 
will evaluate this masquerade” said Mary. “Where does Liz keep her 
wigs?” 


“In the closet — top shelf” replied Harry. 
An auburn wig, coming down slightly below his shoulders, was set on 
his head and adjusted by Mary. “Now, you can look at yourself and tell 


me what you think.” 


Harry walked over to the full length mirror, which he had been avoiding 
till now, and with Mary looking on he stared at the reflection of himself. 
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His gaze took in the mules with the ruffled bows on cach instep, up 
the calves of his legs, for the first time really being aware of the nylons he 
was wearing, hesitated at the hem of the shift as it rested just above his 
knees, then to the nipped in waistline, becoming aware while so looking, 
of the pull of the garters of his cinch, to the bustline, becoming aware of 
the pull of the bra across his chest and the slight pull of the shift on his 
newly acquired breasts, to the wide oval neckline, and then to the 
auburn hairdo which framed his blushing face. 


“What a change!” he exclaimed. “Much better than I thought I could 
look, and much faster. What do you think, Mary?” 


Her reply surprised him, “Not bad is right, but you could never get 
by the way you look now. Not at all. But, [ promise you by tomorrow 
morning you WILL get by... with a little luck.” 


“What do you mean? | thought 1 looked fairly passable?” he inquired. 


“Overall, the material that nature gave you to work with in this charade 
is good, but not good enough. Truc, your legs are shapely, you have good 
facial features, but if you look very closely, you will see a bit of beard 
underneath your makeup and too much hair on your arms and legs 
for a real woman. That will be corrected before morning. but we have 
really done enough for tonight, don’t you think?” 


Mary then instructed Harry to get undressed, take a shower, but not 
before he had applied the hair removal creme to the hairy portions of his 
anatomy. The creme was placed on his legs and arms as well as chest and 
seemed to take longer than anticipated to complete its purpose. 


Once in the shower, Harry thrilled to the experience of soaping his 
smooth, hairless arms, and legs for the first time and noticed how much 


easier it was to work up a lather in this condition, 


When he had completed his shower and finished drying his body, he 


called to Mary to hand him a pair of pajamus so that he could get ready 
tor bed. Instead she opened the door, and without looking in, handed 
him a waltz length double tierred nightgown and one of Liz's robes. 


Not wanting to come out into the room stark naked, he donned these 
items and strode angrily into the bedroom where Mary was waiting for 
him dressed in similar garments to his but with makeup removed and 
hair pinned, ready to retire for the night. “What has a nightgown got to 
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do with my impersonation at school?” he inquired not without some 
anger. 


“One of the first rules, we insist that our students follow, is to think 
feminine at alj times, to act feminine at all times, be feminine at all times, 
and that if they do, in no time at all the act becomes a reality and a part 
of them and calls for no conscious effort on their part.” Mary replied 
calmly, quoting the schools introductory lesson. 


She then continued, “It will be easier for you to follow the routine of 
i’ woman 24 hours a day than to try to be two different people. The suc- 
cess of this deception depends on your convincing everyone that you are 
a woman, and we want to maintain the illusion at all times so that you 
don’t inadvertantly revert to male attitudes and characteristics!” 


His question now answered, Mary retired to the guest bedroom and 
Harry adjourned to his for a needed night's sleep. Once under the sheets, 
he could feel the nylon resting lightly on his body and thrilled to the feel 
for some unknown reason. He found that falling asleep was most difficult. 
His mind kept wandering back to the initial dress earlier in the evening 
and he was forced to admit to himself that he enjoyed the sensation of 
wearing women’s clothes. 


Finding sleep difficult, he got out of bed and walked over to the dress- 
ing table and picked up the bra and inserts that he had worn earlier. He 
slipped the shoulder straps of his nightgown over his arms and let the 
gown drap to his waist, and without really understanding why, he slipped 
on the bra, added the inserts, hooked the bra and returned the shoulder 
straps of his gown to the proper place. He felt much better and this 
time when he returned to his bed, sleep came quickly. 


Mary awoke him at 6:00 a.m. and told him to shave and then join her 
for breakfast which would only be toast and coffee since they had much 
to do before they would be ready to leave for school which opened at 
10:30 a.m. 


Harry slipped out of his gown, and stood in his bareness except for 
the padded bra, in front of the mirror, “Can't shave this way”, he thought, 
and returned to the bedroom and put on the cinch, pair of pink panties 
and half slip. It was an incongrous sight shaving dressed as a woman, in 
slightly elevated mules, and he shaved closer than usual. Once his morn- 
ing ablutions had been completed, he slipped on the housecoat and joined 
Mary in the kitchen. 
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She did not seem at all surprised to see that he was wearing the bra, 
nor later when she found out that he had also put on the panties and 
slip without being asked to do so. “Hurry with your coftee! You will 
need proper makeup this morning as well as being completely dressed, 
accessories and all. It will take up quite a while this first time around!” 
she ordered. 


Harry removed his housecoat and seated himself at Liz’s dressing 
table before the wide assortment of cosmetics that Mary had laid out 
there. “I want you to pay attention to how I make up your face, since 
I won't be here tomorrow and you will have to do it yourself,” she ins- 
tructed. With a towel draped around his neck and resting in part on his 
newly accepted breasts, Mary began her work. 


First, she applied a makeup base, then outlined the brows in a dark 
brown shade of pencil, added just a touch of eye shadow andthen applied 
mascara of the same color to the eyelids. A light touch of powder was 
applied to the entire face, forehead, and neck. Then with the aid of a 
sable lipstick brush, she outlined Harry’s lips and filled them in with a 
slightly lighter shade of lipstick. A light touch of rouge was added to his 
cheeks which appeared too pale to Mary’s expert eyes. 


She seemed pleased with the result, as was Harry when he saw the com- 
pleted operation. Still not completely done, Mary applied cologne- 
against Harry’s protests, — to his arms, neck and where cleavage should 
have been, as well as his knees, informing him that he not only had to 
look like a woman, but also to smell like one. 


While Harry was putting on his hose and hooking them to his 
garters, Mary was surveying Liz’s wardrobe to see what there might be 
for him to wear. Finally she selected a blue suit with sleeves, flared from 
the elbows 3% down, and which had a fitted skirt with Oriental slits ~ 
on the side. A long sleeved blouse with lace at the wrist, and which 
billowed out to match the shape of the jacket sleeve was selected. The 
frilly lace front of the blouse from the neckline to just above the waistline 
delighted Harry as he slipped into it and as Mary secured the buttons 
down the back of it, a manuever he could not at this time accomplish 
by himself. 


The blouse seemed so much shorter than his shirts, and he wondered 
if it would stay put inside the skirt. He was careful not to mar his lips 
as he slipped the skirt over his head and he delighted as it slid down his 
body finally coming to rest at his hips. He tucked in the blouse and 
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zipped the backzipper of the skirt without instruction. However, Mary 
did tell him to lift his skirt and pull the blouse even from underneath so 
that it would be much neater. This he did and then lowered the skirt to 
its normal position. He instructed himself to remember this little trick 
in neat dressing. 


Liz had an extensive wardrobe, and there was no trouble in selecting 
a pair of blue square toed shoes of the latest style and in putting them on. 
He was aware of the delight of nylon slipping into leather and of the fact 
that his wife and he were just about the same size in shoes, at least, and 
of being grateful that the new styles did not have very high heels. 


Mary then asked Harry to sit down and taking out a manicure set, 
quickly shaped his nails and applied red nail polish to his fingernails. 
“This will have to do for now, but we will get a professional job later. 
While you are waiting for the nails to dry, come with me while I get 
dressed. I just have to slip into my dress and I will be ready. 


Harry seated himself on the chair near Mary’s bed and crossed his 
nylon clad legs for the first time, very cognizant of the pleasant sensation 
of nylon against nylon on his legs but not aware that he had smoothed 
his skirt beneath him in typically feminine manner, before being seated. 
This gesture, however did not escape Mary. 


“Harry, we can’t be calling you Harry at the school, can we?” she 
inquired. Besides, the girls decided last night, that during this interlude, 
we would call you Harriet since it is close to your own name. Is that all 
right with you?” 


“Guess so,” he replied as he watched Mary slip her dress over her head 
and as she smoothed it out so that it lay just right to her discerning eye. 


During the short time that remained before they were to leave, Mary 
instructed him on how to walk, sit and stand. but after a few minutes of 
instruction, she found that this was not necessary as he seemed to have 
a retentive memory for the things he had observed during various school 
sessions, and he seemed to almost naturally put into use all that he had 
observed and heard during the past three years at the school. 


Mary, then set the auburn wig on Harriet’s head and touched it up 
slightly, remarking she had waited until the last minute as wearing it 
might be uncomfortable. Into the handbag that Mary had selected for 
Harriet, she poured in items that might be needed and Harry watched 
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in amazement as kleenex, lipstick, cosmetics filled the cramped space o1 
his purse. His keys, cigarettes, and one of Liz’s lighters were the only 
familiar items. 


“Let’s go now Harriet!” said Mary, “It’s sink or swim time and let’s 
hope for the best!”. 


“Do you think that I will be able to get through this day, Mary? | have 
to admit that | am scared.” he asked. 


“lm frightened too, but I honestly believe that we will make it. You 
have seen so much of the school training and at times have even mimickec 
us to perfection. 1 see no reason why looking the way you do, anyone 
would suspect anything.” Mary answered. 


As they walked down the hall to the elevator, Harriet could feel the 
restraint of her tight skirt against her legs, and realized how it forced her 
to take much shorter steps than usual. The low heels were not at all un- 
comfortable and not too difficult to walk in. 


She paused for a moment at the mirror near the elevator to straighten 
her jacket and skirt. The tall shapely girl that gazed back at her bore only 
a slight resemblance to Harry. Her legs appeared more shapely and in 
their smoothness bore no resemblance to those of the former owner. The 
bustline was interesting enough to cause a second glance, and the nipped 
in waistline of the fitted jacket made the hips look much fuller than they 
really were. The total effect was a sheer delight to Harriet. 


As they approached Mary’s car, she gently directed him to the passen- 
ger side sensing that he was planning to hold the door open for her. 
Smoothing his skirt beneath him, he slid into the passenger seat and 
swiveled his legs into the car. They were soon on their way to the most 
exciting day of Harriet Babbitt’s life. 


When they arrived at the school, they found the staff waiting in Liz’s 
office and wondering if Harry had gone along with their idea. Though 
they knew what they might see, everyone seemed surprised to see Harriet 
and more so on how well she looked. 


Alice Ellison was the first to offer her congradulations on the quality 
of the transformation and suggested that Harriet do as little as possible 
for the first few days, even though it meant that the others would have 
to give up coffee breaks and even lunch. “I want to work on “her” voice 
before we turn Harriet loose!” she explained. 
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It was agreed that Harriet would sign up the new girls, two of whom 
were expected that day, and just visit classes as an observer. Frances 
Bailey was the first new student to arrive and was greeted by Harriet, 
who was occupying the feminine surroundings of Liz’s office. She ex- 
plained briefly what Frances could expect from the school. “Now, if 
you will follow me, my dear, I will introduce you to Miss Humphrey, 
who will tell you how to show your figure off to your best advantage and 
who is a real darling” Harriet said repeating some of what she had often 
heard Liz tell the new girls. 


After introductions had been made, Harriet turned to leave the room, 
but was stopped short by Miss Bailey pleading for her to stay and give 
her opinion, since a certain rapport had been established. Harriet could 
think of no way of getting out of this request and finally acceeded since 
this is what she knew Liz would have done. 


Just as if Liz had been present instead of Harriet, Miss Humphrey 
instructed Miss Bailey. ““Would you please get undressed so what we can 
see what you really are like?” 


There was no hesitation as shoes, hose, and dress were removed and 
Miss Bailey was standing in front of them clad only in panties and bra. 
Except for a slight thickening at the waistline, her figure was superb. 
Miss Humphrey stepped back to look at her new clay and remarked, 
“Until you can exercise off that waistline, | would recommend a high 
waisted cinch and a bra style that would do more for you. I want you to 
try some on that we have here at school.” 


Harry would have dashed from the room if he didn’t think that would 
create an even worse situation. Continuing the illusion, he watched with 
not too much reluctance as Frances removed her bra and put on the first 
bra that Miss Humphrey handed her. He noted with interest, that she, 
as well as his wife, sort of leaned over as they inserted their ample breasts 
into the cups of the bra. 


After she had tried on several, and Miss Humphrey had made her 
suggestions, Frances turned to Harriet and asked. “Which of these, do 
you think does the most for me?” 


The words that came from Harriet’s mouth surprised even Harry. 
“The last one you had on is adorable and really gives you a wonderful 
uplift. However the first one would be much better for evening depending 
on what you wear, since it gives better cleavage and will really open the 
eyes of your gentlemen friends.” 
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Then she continued. “Frances, what I would like to see you do is to go 
to the Femina Foundation Boutique which is just around the corner, and 
where all of these styles and many more things that you don’t find in 
any ordinary store can be found. Tell them that I sent you and they will 
give you special attention. Their fitter is wonderful and will do things 
for you that you would find hard to believe. Till you are sure of your- 
self, why not just get a few bras for various outfits and a black and white 
waistcinch so that you wear one without being obvious regardless of the 
color of your outfit?” 


“Wonderful idea” replied Frances, “That is exactly what I will do 
after class.” 


The second new student was a similar but not identical experience for 
Harriet. This time she assisted in hooking the student’s new bras as Miss 
Humphrey was called to the phone, and this time she was less nervous 
during the period when the student was dressing and undressing. Being 
honest with herself, she admitted her new work removed the boredom 
from the school life she had been accustomed to. 


Sylvia Cummings asked Harriet to join her for lunch and she accepted. 
For the first time she was in unfamiliar surroundings but all went well. 
A young man opened the door for them as they entered the restaurant, 
and she even enjoyed the salad, toast and coffee which made up their 
lunch. Sylvia insisted that she join her in the powder room to repair her 
makeup, since the school considered it unladylike to make up at the 
dinner table. Harriet did remarkably well in retouching her lips and 
makeup considering that she had never done so before. though she had 
observed students practicing these maneuvers, and had listened while 
they were being instructed in this feminine skill. 


The balance of the day passed quickly for Harriet who attended the 
various classes. In each class, some previously half heard lesson became 
more meaningful, and she found herself mentally taking notes of things 
to do, and not to do. 


Before leaving the school that evening, Harry phoned the hospital and 
was assured that Liz was coming along just fine, though still not cons- 
cious. He was told that no purpose would be served by his coming down 
to visit. 


Robyn drove Harry home in her car and after placing her overnight 
bag in the guest room, prepared a light meal for the two of them. When 
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they had finished, Robyn began immediately giving instructions to 
Harriet. She was told how to walk, sit, rise, how to carry her body pro- 
perly. Robyn would demonstrate each phase of this instruction and 
then would virtually drill Harriet in duplicating her most feminine move- 
ments and gestures. As with the makeup, there scemed to be a carry over 
from the school, and Harriet seemed to do the right things instinctively. 
Even walking with a book balanced on her head was no problem. 


“Mary told me how early you had to get up this morning, and we will 
try to get you better organized so that you can get more rest’ commented 
Robyn. 


She then went to the closet and selected an orange shirtmaker dress 
with oval neckline for Harriet to wear the next day. Matching shoes, a 
pair of orange panties and halfslip were added and after pointing out the 
fine nuances of the various shades of hosiery to Harriet, she put aside a 
pair for her to wear. The same bra had to be worn, however, since Liz 
and Harriet could not interchange clothes in this area. A coral necklace 
and matching earrings completed the outfit. 


“We are going to have to buy you some bras if you are to be properly 
dressed and we will take care of that tomorrow, if we are not too busy” 
stated Robyn matter of factly. “We can get it wholesale at Femina 
Fashions, you know. Mary has told them of our problem and they are 
most anxious to cooperate. They certainly will keep our secret knowing 
the business that they will lose if word leaks out as to what is going on.” 


As the night before, Harriet slipped into a nightgown, but this time 
of Robyn’s choice. It was a full Jength pink gown with cute puffed sleeves, 
and which most fortunately was not ot the transparent variety that made 
up the bulk of Liz’s nightwear. However, the robe that matched it was 
transparent revealing the beautiful detail of the gown. This time Harriet 
did not make the mistake of removing the bra and inserts, She seemed to 
enjoy her new nightclothes more with this subterfuge intact. 


Harriet was the first to arise and quickly showered and shaved and not 
wanting to wake up Robyn, made her first attempt at applying her own 
makeup from the very beginning. She was pleasantly surprised at the ease 
and speed at which this was accomplished and how much she had been 
able to remember from past observation and instruction. 


After putting on her panties, slip, and hose, she awoke Robyn and 
shortly after both enjoyed a light breakfast of grapefruit, toast and coffee. 
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Both women then went to their rooms to complete dressing. Harriet 
slipped into the orange shirtmaker selected the night before and checking 
her appearance in the mirror, she found it difficult to tear herself away. 
This time she selected a cologne of her own choosing to wear. 


Harriet thrilled to the compliments she received when she arrived at the 
school that morning. She sensed that the staff was sincere and everyone 
seemed more relaxed and more confident that things would go smoothly. 
There were no new enrollments for the morning and Harriet and Ellen 
decided that this was a good time to visit Femina Foundations and to 
buy the needed bras. Renee Warwick, the owner, promised to keep the 
secret, and said that she would be able ta be of even more help in making 
this transformation successful. 


What Renee meant, soon became apparent. She called in a fitter and 
had Harriet disrobe to her panties and bra. ““We have a new line of arti- 
ficial breasts made mainly for women who have had theirs removed and 
which are most lifelike in appearance. They tone into the skin and with 
a slight touch of makeup, are not noticeable. They attach to the chest by 
suction, plus a bit of adhesive and even if you were totally nude, no one, 


but no one, except an expert would know that they are not real. Harriet, 
you can even wear a low cut dress and your cleavage would be most real- 
istic and pleasing to every observer.” Renee informed her. Then various 
sizes and shapes of the false breasts were attached until the right selection 
has been made and approved by Ellen. After this various size 36 bras in 
various styles and colors were selected to adorn the new breasts. 


Rence and Ellen did not seem concerned with Harry’s feelings during 
this fitting and he found himself thinking that at least now, he could sleep 
without a bra and still have the curves he was becoming more fond of. 


His reverie was interrupted by Renee who insisted that he take and put 
on a flesh colored item which looked like real skin, but which really was 
a hiding place tor the male genitals and which she explained was sold to 
female impersonators who had to wear the briefest of costumes. She 
reminded Harry that one class taught in the school was in proper beach- 
wear and outdoor activity and as an instructor, he would have to dress 
accordingly, even to a bikini. 


As Harriet stared at the item that Renee had handed him, she could 
not help but be amazed at the help she was getting in the fidelity of her 
illusion. It was only after she had put it on, in the privacy of the dressing 
room, that she was truly appreciative on how well it did the job it was 
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created for, with her maleness hidden by what she now saw was a perfect 
replica of the female genitals, and the addition of her new breasts, she 
could be standing nude and would not have been mistaken for anything 
else but what she was trying to be so perfect was the fidelity of these 
items. 


Renee then selected several sets of panty girdles, and regular girdles, 
explaining that they had padding in the hips to help create the feminine 
contours that nature intended for woman. 


With these newly acquired aids, now his own, both women returned 
to the school where the balance of the day was spent, as before, visiting 
the various classes and more than ever observing with intent to learn. 
Harriet found herself now listening to the instructors as if she were truly 
a student striving to improve her femininity. 


That evening Sylvia Cummings, expert in dress coordination and 
accessories drove Harriet home. As the others before her, she placed her 
bag in the guest room, but now she ORDERED Harriet to set the table 
for two, while she prepared their dinner. 


There was no problem in setting down placemats, knives, forks and 
spoons and after completing this task, Harriet sat down, satisfied with 
herself and her accomplishment. She was soon taken down when Sylvia 
came.into the dining room and informed her that she had only done half 
a job. 


“First, you have forgotten the goblets and the paper napkins are out! 


Get some linen napkins instead and also get the candelabra from the 
mantel since we are going to dine by candlelight”, Sylvia instructed. 


Harriet took great pains in arranging the candelabra and goblets and 
in arranging the silverward on the linen napkins so that the table was 
most attractive when she was finished. While she and Sylvia were enjoying 
their dinner, Sylvia complimented her on the table setting and suggested 
that she pay more attention to this type of detail while dining out, since 
this was something that as a woman she should be able to do well. 


“Can’t we slip into something more comfortable before we do the 
dishes? asked Harriet.” These shoes are starting to make my feet ache, 
and my cinch is a bit tight after dining!” No objection coming from 
Sylvia, they went to their respective rooms, disrobed down to panties 
and bra and slipped into their robes. Back in the living room, they made 
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themselves comfortable and lit their cigarettes before beginning the 
evenings program. 


“After we have finished straighening out the dining room and kitchen” 
said Sylvia, “we will go through Liz’s wardrobe and set aside those things 
that you can use. We will then know what we have to purchase so that 
you will have everything you need.” 


The next few hours, Harriet tried on various. costumes of Liz, and 
each that Sylvia thought was attractive and proper for her was placed in 
the empty closet in the guest room. She soon discovered that colors that 
were great on Liz were not for her. Styles that Liz looked wonderful in, 
were only average or less for Harriet. With each outfit that Sylvia approv- 
ed, she also selected earrings, necklaces and pins as needed. These were 
marked accordingly so that Harriet would know which accessories to 
wear with each outfit. 


“As far as lingerie and underclothces are concerned, you should have 
no problem, Harriet”, Sylvia remarked. ” We have bras of every color 
and everything else of Liz’s fits you perfectly. Just remember to have all 
your dainties color coordinated, and to change at least once daily”. There 
are still some things that you need, but we will get them in the next few 
days at Fabula Fashions. You have enough to get by with for now!” 


Preparing for bed, Harriet slipped into a peignor-gown set that Liz 
had not yet had a chance to wear. The fact that the gown was transparent, 
did not now deter its selection, since with the new breasts and genitals 
concealed and camouflaged to their feminine counterpart, he not only 
looked the part that he was playing, but for the first time, felt that this 
was not an act, but a real part of himself. When he said goodnight to 
Sylvia, he noticed that she could not take her eyes off of what she saw, 
seeming to be searching for a revealing flaw in his deception, and si- 
lently acknowledging that could find none. 


Morning came quicker than wished for and Harriet realized how tiring 
the activities of the previous 24 hours had been. Nevertheless, she was 
able apply her makeup even more quickly and expertly than before, and 
was able to get dressed with much less effort than before and in less time, 
but not too quickly to observe that she was adding little mannerisms that 
she had seen Liz and others do. 


She ran her hands over her hose, straightening and stretching them 
properly, and fluffed up the hair on her wig in typically feminine fashion. 
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She had without thought lifted her dress, to pull her slip down and ta | 
make certain that there were no wrinkles or bagging. As she applied the 
final touches by, adding a necklace of pearls and earrings, she could see 
reflected in the mirror, a most becoming blush on her cheeks. 


Harriet adjusted her position in front of the mirror many times so that 
she could better see the back of her outfit and her hairdo, she was aware 
that these manipulations would have been totally foreign to Harry. She 
changed purses to compliment her present outfit, knocked on Sylvia’s 
door, and was informed that she would soon be ready, and soon she was! 


“What a beautiful job you have done!”, complimented Sylvia,” and 
without any help from me. This is going to be much easier than | thought!” 


Tucking their purses under their arms, both girls left for work, their 
high heels making no sound on the soft carpets in the hall, but turning to 
a clatter as they came to the sidewalk and approached the car. Harrict 
was again aware of the restriction of the tight skirt she was wearing. and 
of the stretch of the garters pulling on her hose as she walked. She was 
not aware that she was walking placing one foot directly in front of the 
i other as she had often seen the students practice in class, but she was 
most keenly aware of the slight roll of her hips and the slight movements 
of her breasts which wearing high heels seemed to accentuate. 


a ae 


The school day went smoothly. Harriet interviewed two perspective 
students, did the clerical detail, but this time in Liz's office. She also 
gave the classroom talk on Cosmetics for Mary who had to leave for a 
short while. 


She was somewhat taken aback when one of the older students asked, 

“Miss Babbitt, we have not seen your brother for a tew days? fs he all 
right?” It dawned on her that this was a logical assumption for the stu- | 
dent to make since she looked like Harry and because of the name! 


“He is fine, my dear, but as you know his wife is still in the hospital 
and he is spending all his time with her”, she replied and this seemed to 
satisfy the student. 


That evening, Alice Ellison occupied the guest room and instructed 
Harriet how to pitch her voice and speak softly to make her sound more 
feminine. This was not as much fun as the previous evenings had been. 
They did get some good new from Dr. Rodin who phoned and informed 
them that Liz was expected to come out of her coma in a day or two. 
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“You know, Alice, I can hardly wait to see Liz and to talk to her again. 
It is just about a week now since I was allowed to see her and there is so 
much to tell her about” Harriet remarked. 


“You really want to see her, don’t you honey” replied Alice, “and | 
don't blame you. Mary finishes her last class early tomorrow so why don't 
the two of you visit Liz at the hospital?” 


Suddenly Alice exclaimed, “My God! How are you going to explain 
your appearance to Liz? You just can’t walk in the way you are and say 
anything before she would be back in shock! You better discuss this 
with Dr. Rodin!” 


Harriet picked up the phone, and though it was late, Dr. Rodin’s 
phone exchange put her through to him and arrangements were made 
to have lunch with Dr. Rodin the next day and discuss the problem that 
she could not get herself to talk about on the phone. Dr. Rodin would 
meet her ut Duncan’s, a fine restaurant, and would reserve a booth for 
them. 


The morning routine at school went most slowly, or so it seemed. Soon 
it was lunchtime and Harriet touched up her makeup, literally grabbed 
her purse and gloves, and drove to Duncan’s. The maitre de greeted her 
as she entered the restaurant. “Good evening, Miss, do you have a 
reservation?” 


“IT am supposed to meet a Dr. Rodin and I believe he has made reser- 
vations. Has he arrived?” she asked. 


“Dr. Rodin hasn’t come yet”, he answered, “he said he was dining with 
a Mr. Babbitt, but if he was also expecting you, the booth is big enough 
for three”. 


It dawned on Harriet that on the phone, Dr. Rodin could not have 
been aware of the existance of Harriet, and had assumed that Harry was 


to meet him. Alice had warned that it was almost impossible to disguise 
the voice over the telephone. 


(continued in TVia No. 76) 
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BOYS MUST BE GIRLS 


By Kathy 5-P-4 FPE = 4a —C—™ 


I had the fairly heavy part of Lady Sneerwell in an abridged version 
of Sheridan’s School for Scandal, the 1938 dramatic production of the 
English boys’ school I attended. The previous year | had been a fair 
maiden in the chorus of Gilbert and Sullivan’s H.M.S. Pinafore, a part 
that had called for little acting ability; I, like the others, had worn a 
full-length floral-patterned cotton gown with knee-high white stockings 
underneath and white running shoes, a gaily beribboned bonnet that 
obviated the need tor a wig, and white gloves. I carried a spray of arti- 
ficial flowers. | remember that two of the boys wore underwear loaned 
by their mothers or sisters, and surprisingly perhaps the rest of us 
thought nothing of it as we donned our dresses over our own regular 
and quite unfeminine nether garments. While I say we thought nothing 
particular about their attention to sartorial detail 1, at least, did feel a 
little envy, since for some years I had obtained some mysterious pleas- 
ure from putting on little silk or rayon camisoles and bloomers be- 
longing to girl cousins. (A camisole is an under-bodice or vest, usually 
embroidered.) 


But we were doing the Sheridan comedy in contemporary costume. 
knowledge that gave me mixed feelings of trepidation and pleasurable 
excitement whenever | thought about it during early rehearsals. Two 
weeks before opening we were. fitted for our costumes by the director’s 
wife, Mrs. Ellis. Having already measured the five of us playing female 
parts she had a large collection of dresses, suits, blouses, skirts and shoes 
which she, after much pinning and chalking for minor alterations, 
finally assigned to us. I had a floral voile dress with a loose jacket of the 
same material and a light grey suit and pink silk blouse. Both the dress 
and the skirt had to be taken in a little at the waist to make what struck 
me then as a very good fit. For the dress there were white summer shoes 
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for the suit black suede ones, both “court” style. that is. plain. with 
medium heels. They were rather hard to put on over bare feet but Mrs. 
Ellis, watching me struggling, suid she would have stockings for every- 
one by the dress rehearsal; and for me, she mused, there had better be a 
slip since the voile dress was too revealing in stage lighting. 


By the first dress rehearsal all the alterations were done and all the 
clothes neatly hung up under our characters names. The shoes sat on 
the floor below. I first went through make-up, done by another teacher's 
wite and a friend, and was given a much more careful job than the pre- 
vious year. I was amazed and vaguely flattered by the transformation 
done by sticks, rouge. liners and lipstick and a dark-brown wig — 
until I stood up to go and saw a boy in undershirt and grey trousers 
with a girl’s head! Since Lady Sneerwell appears in the opening scene 
I was first through make-up and first in the dressing-room, where Mrs. 
Ellis was waiting for me. After having me remove my undershirt she 
slipped a bra over my arms and shoulders, fastened it behind and then 
filled out the cups with cotton wool, “This is the front of 1,” she told 
me as she handed me a pale blue rayon slip into which [ slithered with- 
out difficulty. It tumbled down over my body and shaped itself over my 
false bosom in a way that sent a little quiver of pleasure through me. | 
hoped Mrs. Ellis had not noticed. “Now take your other things off and 
see if you can pull this on. Keep these two garters to the front.” 


“This” was a plain -what-was-then-called two-way stretch girdle. | 
took off my trousers under the slip and, greatly daring, my undershorts 
too. With my back to Mrs. Ellis I stepped into the girdle and worked it 
up my legs until it was comfortably settled at waist and hips, then fuff- 
ing the slip down to my knees again. (Dresses were then a few inches 
below the knee.) 


“If I roll the stockings for you like this,” she said, “I think you can 
pull them on and then PII show you how to fasten them. Do it carefully 


now.” They were of very fine material, or so it seemed to me: they were 
probably artificial silk, much heavier than today’s nylons. | sat down 
to get them on, eased them up as far as 1 could and Mrs. Ellis told me 
to hold up my slip while she fastened the two rear garters. After showing 
me how to fasten one of the front ones she invited me to do the other one, 
and after a little fumbling I succeeded. 


“Now you'd better put these on.” 
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By now her clinical attitude to costuming a boy for a woman’s part 
in a play had dispelled momentary flushes of embarrassment, so that I 
took the bloomers she handed me matter-ot-factly, stepped into them 
and drew them up under my slip. The waist elastic snuggled into my 
skin above the waistband of the girdle and the leg elastics lightly but 
firmly encircled my thighs just below the garters. They were of pale blue 
rayon, like the slip. A very pleasant feeling was creeping over me. As I 
donned the voile dress and its jacket | realized that Mrs. Ellis must 
have chosen the underwear color as best to go under the dress, since its 
prevailing floral pattern was blue. The shoes. | found, slipped on much 
more easily now that I was wearing stockings. and as I stood poised on 
the unaccustommed heels and felt the comparative nakedness about 
iny legs I knew I was getting more comfortable as the character I was 
supposed to represent. 


“Turn around,” said Mrs. Ellis. | turned. “Now walk across to the 
door and back.” I did so, stepping carefully but quite boldly. The skirt 
of my dress — it was a fullish skirt — and the smooth slip beneath seemed 
to give my limbs a freedom of movement my ordinary clothes did not 
allow. 


“O, you look fine.” exclaimed Mrs. Ellis admiringly. “Now let me 
decorate you a bit,” with which she selected a bracelet, pearl earrings 
and matching necklace and fixed them in place with efficient, knowing 
fingers, while | sat with my legs together and feet to one side, hands re- 
Jaxed in my lap and elbows in as I had been taught to do at rehearsals. 
Only now it felt so much more natural. She touched up the bangs over 
my forehead with a comb and tied the ends of the almost shoulder- 
length hair of the wig. 


As two or three others came in from make-up, I was rather proud of 
the admiring whistles they gave when they saw me. I hung about ad- 
miring myself in a long mirror while Mrs. Ellis got them dressed, and 
I was even a little jealous of a younger and smaller boy (he would have 
been twelve or thirteen) playing the minor part of the maid; for he, 
when dressed in his black crepe frock, let-flattering black silk stockings, 
his frilly white apron and jaunty white hat, looked very sweet indeed. I 
noticed that Mrs. Ellis had black lingerie tor him witl, red roses em- 
broidered on the legs of the bloomers. 1 was jealous of this too, finally 
consoling myself with the fact that I was a lead character and that I had 
another outfit to put on for Art HI. 
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] made my way to the stage to practice some of my exits and crosses, 
and to sit and stand here and there while running lines through my head. 
The clothes were wonderfully comfortable and I soon felt perfectly se- 
cure in my shoes. Before curtain, the director had us run through final 
calls. Mine was the penultimate appearance with Joseph Surface, whom 
] met in mid-stage, joined hands and advanced downstage. he to bow, 
] to curtsey — at first I was a bit wobbly going down and I held my skirt 
out too tar to the side. 


Once the rehearsal was under way I was giving total concentration to 
lines, cues and blocking, and only when I was not directly involved in 
action did the knowledge that I was fully and smartly dressed as a wo- 
man creep deliciously back into my consciousness. I felt anew the hair 
about the nape of my neck, the reassuring containment of my girdle. the 
light and soft touch of my underthings. I sensed the fullness of my bras- 
siere imparting a womanly appearance to the irrelevant boy’s chest 
lost beneath the layers of feminine attire. And I remembered to stand tall. 
to hold my head high: for I was a Lady, capable, assured, and a little 
condescending to those around her. I thought the boy playing Lady 
Teazle was a bit gauche, whereas the lad performing as Mrs. Candor was 
excellent, far better than in previous rehearsals. Though supposed to be 
older than the other four women characters — he had some grey powder 
added to his wig — he was, without resort to extravagant mannerisms. a 
most convincing, even provocative, woman. The slim-fitting red geor- 
gette (a sort of fine silk) dress he wore seemed made for him. When he 
sat down the little movement he made with his hand to flick the hem of 
the dress farther over his knees looked entirely unconscious and natural. 


I had plenty of time for my costume change and for touching up of my 
face. Mrs. Ellis negotiated the hooks and eyes of my dress before I slip- 
ped off the jacket and dress and wriggled into the skirt of the suit; it 
fitted snugly round the hips and thighs then flared out in box pleats 
from above the knee. The blouse shimmered and tautened as Mrs. Ellis, 
from her knees, reached matter-of-factly up under my clothes to pull it 
down under the skirt’s waistband. The jacket had the built-up shoulders 
then fashionable, and a nipped-in waist. In the dress [ had felt 1 looked 
more ladylike; now I felt elegant, chic. Mrs. Ellis changed my jewelry 
and I changed my shoes for the black suede, and as | walked now the 
pleats of my skirt kicked forwards and sideways in a most pleasing way. 
I was thoroughly enjoying myself, and the realization that I would be 
doing this four more times made my tummy go warm. I felt a tickling 
tumescence against my girdle and looked down to see if it showed — | 
was not by any means an innocent, for by the age of fifteen, like most 
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boys, | had learned to masturbate. [ ran my hands down my front; no, 
it was alright, in fact | wondered if my garters and the lower extremities 
of my bloomers might show more through the close-fitting skirt. In 
retrospect, | am now quite sure that all this had something to do with 
my being a transvestite; and I am fairly sure that the boys playing the 
maid and Mrs. Candor were similarly influenced. They, like me, hap- 
pily lingered about in their costumes after the final curtain, and once 
when I was undressing beside Mrs. Candor I caught a sudden quick 
glimpse as he stepped out of his underclothes — white, I think, or per- 
haps beige — that proved to me quite conclusively I was not alone in 
being stimulated by the clothing of the opposite scx. 


After the second dress rehearsal the following day I was able to dress 
and change myself with very little help from Mrs. Ellis. Stockings had 
seams in those days and I rarely got them straight first time; as a result 
I became quite adept at fastening and unfastening garters. I did notice 
that our Mrs. Candor dressed as if he had always fastened bras and ad- 
justed slip straps, etc. — later on when | dug into previous school annuals 
I saw that he had been in many dramatic productions and always in the 
role of a girl or woman, and that at a carnival function the year before 
he appeared as a princess of something or other in a glamorous satin 
evening gown, silver evening shoes, impressive jewelry, long white 
gloves, a fur stole and a sparkling coronet atop his blonde wig. I can 
only suppose his mother or sisters provided him with the clothes and 
and accessories. Or may be it was Mrs. Ellis, who always looked after the 
wardrobe and who was an expert at making very passable females out 
of boys. | sometimes wonder if it was her underwear and dresses I was 
wearing for I was then very close to her size, probably 14 or 16. She 
certainly was a stickler for detail, and that it was worthwhile must be 
evidenced to some extent by the fame enjoyed by our school produc- 
tions, to which many non-parents came as well as regular theatre critics 
from town. A tradition of competence and near-protessionalism had 
been built up over the years. No doubt the fact that most of the boys’ 
parents were wealthy had something to do with the fine costumes and 
excellent stage furnishings and props. 


We were all nervous wrecks first night, as is usual. But once the cur- 
tain had opened and the audience warmed up I began to enjoy myself 
as Lady Sneerwell. I was at first very conscious of my legs and skirts 
and convinced myself that some members of the audience looked at me 
with X-ray eyes. I did notice more than one couple near the stage turn 
and whisper and smile at each other while watching me. Finally, know- 


31 


JRansvestia 


ing | looked quite convincing as the aristocratic gossip | was playing | 
persuaded myself their private comments were complimentary. The ap- 
plause I received before the final curtain further reassured me. Getting 
up to the tootlights I stood straight and smiling. ther put one foot be- 
hind me. bowed my head and bent the other knee. Suddenly 1 realized | 
was curtseying in a skirt. not the flowing-skirted voile dress I had prac- 
tised in, and in spite of the flare in the lower part of the skirt it pulled 
up alarmingly; | wobbled, my knees parting momentarily to regain 
balance before | rose, blushing furiously. As one woman in the front 
row, directly in front of me, quickly nudged her neighbor and pointed 
with a covert finger | was sure she must have whispered something like 
“Look! He’s got a slip and panties on!” or “Aren't his undies cute!” 
Such over-sensitivity is normal with the immature transvestite whoa, 
eventually, should react with indifference or a mental “so-what?” In the 
legitimate ambience of a stage presentation it is the total effect that 
counts anyway; furthermore, I have found again and again that many 
women derive a strange pleasure, even delight. from seeing a man or 
boy convincingly portray one of their sex on stage. And if their outward 
appearance is good they invariably assume he ts fu//y attired in female 
garments. A bra is necessary for obvious reasons while the softer, lighter 
and smoother underwear is preferable for the hang, fit and movement 
of the outer clothing. A woman knows this, and any giggling reaction 
to a peep of lacy ship or frothy petticoat is nothing more than an emo- 
tional release for her erotic (some say) response to the overall effect. 
The women in Julian Eltinge’s audiences loved him. 


My parents came backstage to congratulate me. With them were two 
girl cousins and their mother; the girls were thirteen and seventeen 
Shortly, the adults moved over to u group including the director, leav- 
ing me with the two girls. Immediately, the younger one’s eyes sparkled 
mischievously and she piped. “Do you have girl’s bloomers on?” 


I could have killed her twice over, since Claire, the older girl, had 
always fascinated me — she was a vastly sophisticated unapproachable 
girl who made me feel like a child. The two years’ difference was, with 


my being on the younger end, a whole generation gap. The terrible thing 
was that she was always kind and sweet to me, and I realize now that she 
knew how I regarded her and that she enjoyed exercising her power, us 
does any intelligent, pretty girl on the way to womanhood. 


But Claire came to my rescue at once. In her most cutting manner she 
said, “Jossy (short for Jocelyn), you really are the silliest and most 


32 


Marge 38-C-6 FPE 


Sonia — California Kim'— Illinois 


33 


JRANSVESTIA 


impertinent child. Here, go and get some lemonade and cakes from the 
green room. And hurry up.” She handed Jocelyn some coins and, 
totally quelled. the younger girl hurried off. 


Claire then apologized for her sister, took me by the hand and led me 
to some chairs in one corner. She chatted about school and what we 
would be doing during the holidays, but more than once I saw her eyes 
pass over me appraisingly, from my dainty suede shoes to my wig and 
earrings. Somehow, with her, I did not mind. 


“You know,” she said, “you're awfully clever. 1 forget you and 
watched Lady Sneerwell on stage. That was such a pretty dress you had 
on at first.” She paused. “But those stockings are quite awful. Look, 
Julian (that was her brother) sent me a dozen pairs of pure silk ones 
from Paris a few days ago. Let me give you a pair of them, they're much 
smarter than those old things you've got on.” | thanked her and said she 
was very kind. Jossy then came back with a small tray of refreshments. 


I learned later that it was a younger brother of Claire’s at my school 
who had delivered to the dressing-room a small and daintily-wrapped 
parcel before the next evening’s performance. Inside were the stockings, 
exquisitely sheer and delicate things that must have cost the earth and, 
my fingers trembled as I unfolded them. a pair of dainty bloomers of 
soft and very fine pink satin. And a neat little note on scented paper: 
“I don't want the stockings back, but you might return the others when 
the play's finished. I'm sorry Jossy embarrassed you so. Love, Claire.” 


I cannot unravel the emotions that swept over me. But 1 can again 
almost feel those stockings as I tenderly eased them up my slim young 
legs and fastened them with great care — the chemical industry has done 
wonderful things with synthetics since that time, but | do not think that 
the finest of today’s stockings or panti-hose can compare with the sheer 
luxury and the sense of opulence bestowed on the wearer by fine stock- 
ings of pure silk. My wite bears this out, and has said, moreover, that 
such stockings lasted tar fonger than aylons. 


“You're getting fancy, aren’t you?” was Mrs. Ellis’s only comment 
as she saw me step into Claire’s bloomers, hurriedly settling the elastic 
round my waist and smoothing down my slip. I trembled with pleasure. 
Incidentally, bloomers by this time were not those long knee-length 
things (and even over-the-knee) of the previous decade. They were in 
fact little longer in the leg than baby-doll bloomers, quite snug-fitting 
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about the hips, and showed through at the leg only in slim-fitting outer 
clothes of fine material. Raggedy-Ann type lace trills were absent; 
sometimes there was some delicate embroidery on the front of one leg. 
Claire’s were quite plain. And the fact that they were fers made wear- 
ing them so much more thrilling. I only wished my slip matched. One 
day, perhaps, [ thought .. . The slip, by the way, was also tailored, and 
the top of the bodice went straight across — the “princess” slip, with its 
V-top accentuating the breasts, was not yet universal. Shoulder straps 
were rather wider than todays. 


] thoroughly enjoyed the remaining performances of School for Scan- 
dal, which turned out to be one of the most popular of the school’s 
productions. | looked forward to the dressing up and to the subtle defi- 
nition my clothes gave my characterization. Being dressed as a woman 
then was tor me a very special kind of fun since I knew nothing of trans- 
vestism. I did, however, enjoy seeing and reading about other men and 
boys in women’s clothes. I became friendly with the boy playing Mrs. 
Candor. Though quite masculine in every other way he did have a 
somewhat androgynous figure, with narrow shoulders, large and soft 
thighs and little hands and feet. His shoes were several sizes smaller 
than mine, and I don't think his clothing needed any alterations. Several 
photographs were taken, on stage and backstage, and by me now is a 
copy of the school annual with four pages devoted to text and pictures 
of the 1938 production. 


I look like a tall and slim English girl in the dress, older and more 
sophisticated in the suit. English girls tend to have smaller hips than 
their European and American sisters. In one group shot of the female 
characters only, Mrs. Candor looks positively stunning in a large black 
straw hat, black gloves and dainty handbag; he is seated, legs crossed 
femininely, confident, smiling softly at the camera. People who have 
looked at these pictures have often asked if he was a boy, and not a 
recruit from a nearby girls’ private school. Even when he removed his 
wig in the dressing-room he still looked girlish, for some girls still wore 
their hair very short then. Claire did, I remember. The boys playing 
the male parts were generally older, but still, in the main, looked like 
boys than men out of boys. And in an all-boys situation there is usually 
no alternative: boys must be girls. 


In our school it was such a privilege to get into the cast of a play that 
no one really minded if he was cast in a female part. Some of the finest 
scholars and athletes had donned frills and furbelows and learned to 
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walk in high heels. | used to wonder how many enjoyed it as much us | 
did. The older annuals | later acquired usually gave generous space to 
the annual drama production, so that the pictures give what is virtually 
a fit history of fashion trom the first world war onward. Waist-nip- 
ping corsets and complicated draping are still evident in 1915, while 
i 1927 the boyish look for girls made simulation much easter. That 
year featured a musical with several boys got up as rosy-cheeked, wide- 
eyed flappers in short frilly skirts, cloche hats, shoes with straps over 
the insteps, long necklaces and bloomers of some heavy. shiny material 
—- the camera had caught them ina leg-kicking Charleston step. 


Later annuals P have continued to receive feature the rather unattrac- 
live post-war fashions of the late forties, and then the more attractive 
new look that suited the tall. slim figure. sometimes with the very full 
skirts supported by mudti-layered waist petticoats or crinolines; the suff 
versions of the latter were a hazard to nylons until my girl friend donated 
some ordinary nylon waist slips to wear underneath them. By 1950 1 
had collected my own wardrobe and dressed up quite often, to the point 
m that year and the next of going out in public with that girl trend. 
Only some of her things would fit me. notably slips and panties, but 
such things as stockings. dresses. skirts, and cven a smart coat and a 
full-length white nightdress, she bought or borrowed for me. Her 
jewelry, make-up and perfumes were mine to use at will. She even 
lacquered my nails for me on special occasions. And this blissful re- 
lationship all began when [ showed her the old pictures of School for 
Scandal. in particular a photo of Lady Sneerwell in which | was sitting 
forward on a chair, back straight, legs demurely pressed together and 
angled to one side, so that the pleated section of my skirt at the rear 
draped down behind my legs and exposed an amount of slip lining the 
skirt to an inch or two of the strip of inside hemming material. “O. 
your slip’s showing!” she giggled eestatically. and soon after she cuddled 
up to me and in a breathy whisper said. “Do let me dress you up, darl- 
ing!” And away we went. 


Claire came to the last performance, without Jossy, but with a girl 
triend of her own age, introducing me to her backstage after the play. 
Claire was a vision in white and | was excited by our play’s success but 
sad to know | would have to take off all my clothes for the last time in 
just a few minutes. Still in a femimine attitude | stood talking to Claire 
and her friend, my legs together, hands loosely folded in front of me. 
Moving slightly | could feel the soft caress of Claire’s fine satin bloomers 
between my upper thighs, the down-pointing of my feet inside their 
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woman’s heels. the firm hold of my bra and girdle, the gentle swing of 
my carrings as my head turned from one girl to the other. 


Suddenly. Claire said, “Look, Gillian’s parents are away. Let’s go to 
her place tor a late supper. There’s only Mary there.” Mary was the 
maid, who lived in. When I agreed happily I added that Id need ten or 
fifteen minutes to get my make-up off and change. “O no,” smiled 
Claire, “we'd like you to come as you are. You can change before you go 
home.” 1 didn’t live far from Claire’s house. Liking the idea but being 
short on a free-wheeling spirit of adventure I said I didn’t think the 
school authorities would be too keen about it. 


“O, that’s all right,” rejoined Claire. ‘I’ve already spoken to Mr. and 
Mrs. Ellis before you came off.and they don’t mind at all as long as you 
get the things back to wardrobe by tomorrow.” 


I suspect the prestige of Claire’s family name and the long association 
with the school of her male antecedents had something to do with it. 
I collected the hanger bearing my jacket. Shirt and trousers, stuffed my 
other things into a carrier bag, and stepped somewhat nervously out 
into the mild May night with Claire and Gillian. a light breeze fanning 
my silk-clad legs and swirling my skirt. I felt my slip stroking my knees 
as | walked beside them to Claire’s car with the patient family chauffeur. 
We piled into the back, Fin the middle, the hips of the two girls pres- 
sing delighttully against mine. 


As we entered Gillian’s house she called out, “Mary. bring us some 
sherry will you? In the living-room.” Mary brought in a tray with 
bottle and glasses, filled three of them, and quietly departed. “See,” cried 
Claire, “she didn’t notice anything! A toast then, to the famous boy 
actress!” 


Still a mite nervous, [| smiled, and lightly accused both of them of 
being cerebrally handicapped in getting me out like this. Gillian, a 
vivacious, green-eyed redhead, said she just had to meet me after all 
Claire had said about the play, chattering on with all kinds of questions 
such as What do you pad your bra with? How did you learn to walk in 
shoes? How do you keep your wig on? While Claire sat with lovely 
legs crossed, her white dress spread out on the cushions, Gillian sat like 
a Buddha, her dress pressed down between her thighs. 


Mary was called again and asked to serve some sandwiches and a 
bottle of wine. (Young folk in such families grew up with the attitude 
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that drink was part of cating, hence they had a wholesome attitude to it 
and never abused what was to others a privilege.) 


“I like your suit,” said Gillian, “but I think you looked better in that 
dress you had on.” Her eyes twinkled and she smiled. “Hey, tell you 
what!” she exclaimed, glancing over at Claire and then back to me, 
swinging her legs from under her with a swirl of skirts that gave me a 
momentary glimpse of snow-white mysterics between and about her 
thighs. “Take that old suit off and try one of my things on. Come on, be 
a sport!” 


With that she jumped over to me, caught my hands and pulled me to 
my feet. I was only a little taller than she. She bounded away up the 
stairs, Claire and 1 following more sedately. Gillian’s bedroom was 
cool blue and white and very large and, to my boyish surprise, very 
tidy. I thought all girls were naturally untidy. Gillian already had her 
capacious clothes closet open; excitedly she pawed through the dresses. 
Claire moved over to help her. They hauled out one dress after another, 
finally narrowing their search down to two. Claire turned and told me 
to take the suit off. Doffing the jackct, I undid the buttons of the blouse, 
dropped it on the bed, and then fumbled nervously with the waist 
fastening of the skirt and the hooks and eyes at the side opening. The 
skirt slid to my feet of its own weight. | stepped out of it, standing 
somewhat tremulously in my blue slip and black suede shoes behind the 
girls. 

They finally decided on a sleeveless cocktail dress in heavy black 
crepe, with a jewel neckline and a wide, stretch gold-embroidered belt. 
The skirt was full with gathers at the waist. As they turned to me with it 
Gillian paused for just a moment to take in my young figure in woman's 
underwear, then she smiled gaily and whistled appreciatively, moving 
closer to hold the dress up against me. “Let’s try it!” she murmured, her 
busy fingers softly bunching the skirt up before holding it over my head. 
“Put your hands through.” The dress settled in a cloud over my head 
and shoulders then, with the aid of deft feminine hands, slid and flounced 
down over my bust, hips and legs. “There,” murmured Gillian abstract- 
edly, now fastening the hooks and eyes from the waistline at the back up 
to the neck. Claire reached round me as if to embrace me, quickly mov- 
ing away with the belt in her hands to fasten the buckle in front. She 
pulled the material down under the belt, accentuating my bosom, and 
fluffed out the gathers below the belt. | was so excited by everything I 
was relieved the dress was not close-fitting — like the skirt I had just 
taken off. The dress had a gentle scent to it; | was part of Gillian for a 
moment. 
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Both girls seemed very pleased with the effect and had me walk back 
and forth and turn with a swing as their sharp and critical eyes sur- 
veyed me. “Look at yourself!” beamed Gillian, opening a closet door 
wide to reveal a full-length mirror in which I saw myself looking more 
feminine than | had ever looked before. The gathers and the full skirt 
emphasized my narrow waist and slim legs. “Are those the stockings 
Claire gave you?” asked Gillian. “They're fabulous. How about a pair 
for me, you old meany?” she said as she glanced at Claire. 


Gillian dived for her jewelry case to find more suitable earrings and 
necklace, coming up with gold ear pendants and a gold chain necklace 
to match the belt. While she was rummaging Claire said quietly, “Did 
you put the... ?” For the first time 1 saw a hint of shyness in this won- 
derful girl’s manner, but knowing what she had wanted to ask and re- 
assured by a side to her character I hadn’t known about I raised my 
dress and slip over one leg, moving my knee over the other one, expos- 
ing the dark welt ot my stocking top and then an inch or two of the 
delicate pink satin of Claire’s bloomers, the material draped softly over 
the tunnel leg elastic beneath. I let one finger slide the material up, ex- 
posing the little ridges of the material encasing the elastic, then I let my 
skirts fall. A strange warmth suffused Claire’s face, her color heightened, 
and she impulsively flung one arm around my waist, hugged tight and 
whispered, “You really are a darling boy!” 


| wanted to kiss her, and she must have known it as she pulled away 
rapidly, just in time as Gillian bounded back with the jewelry. It cer- 
tainly improved my appearance. Then Claire insisted on touching up 
my tace with quick touches of powder and lipstick before we went back 
downstairs for our supper snack. By now I had lost my shyness and in 
an excess of joy jumped from the third-last stair to the floow below — 
somehow I kept my footing as my air-billowed skirt settled down. 
Gillian, tollowing behind and not to be outdone, flung one healthy leg 
over the banister rail and slid down backwards the rest of the way, hair 
flying as she piped gaily. “Wheeeee!!” 


Our snack was laid out for us, the open wine bottle standing in an 
ice-bucket, and the fire crackling merrily, lit by a thoughtful Mary. My 
skirt swayed deliciously as | walked across the room, sweeping my 
hands under my dress as I subsided into a deep chesterfield. Claire 
grabbed a sandwich in one movement that included flopping to the 
cushions beside me, while Gillian sprawled on the floor, heedless of a 
large area of lace-trimmed white slip hanging over her coltish young 
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thighs. She had flipped one side of her dress behind her, just as if there 
was no male present. 


The food was good. the wine delicious, the room cosy. the company 
fascinating — alas that youth knows not the treasure of such moments. 
a fact that no doubt prompted Shaw to say that youth is wasted on the 
young. 


“Sometimes | think I'd rather be a boy.” said Gillian. “A boy can 
be a boy and a girl if he wants to.” Gillian, I realized, specialized in 
cheerful pronouncements that made little sense. Claire, munching 
heartily, delicately reached over to me to push back into place an errant 
shoulder strap of my slip. 


“Your name is Agatha.” announced Gillian to me, taking a sip of 
wine. | told her not to be daft. “Of course you're Agatha,” she per- 
sisted. “Names fit people, you see. She's a Claire through and through. 
I'm a Gillian. Always have been. You're an Agatha and you cant do 
anything about it, see?” I didn’t, but let it go. Claire undid her dainty 
little wrist watch and fastened it on my left wrist; my hand was lying 
in my lap, so that the movements of her fingers were decidedly dis- 
turbing. | pressed my knees together under the lovely black dress that 
hung several inches below them, and crossed one foot behind the other. 
The silk of one stocking swished against the other. 


“Want to show you something.” said Gillian, scrambling to her fect 
and striding out of the room. Claire took my hand in both of hers. 
squeezed it, and looked into my eves, smiling enigmatically as she did 
so. My heart thumped. Then, breaking the mood suddenly, she stuck 
once long leg straight out in front of her, pulled up her dress almost to 
her garters. and said brightly, “See, we're wearing the same stockings.” 
Encouraged, | did the same, and our legs touched. I flatter myself my 
young limb was almost as shapely as hers — my tegs are still one of my 
best features. We re-adjusted our skirts at the sound of Gillian’s brisk 
footsteps. 


Gillian flung herself down on the thick rug under our feet, the fire 
catching the coppery tones of her hair, and opened a large photograph 
album. “Here,” she exclaimed, ‘a New Year's Eve party we had two 
years ago.” She had placed the album across my knees. “And that’s 
Uncle Trevor,” she went on, pointing to a figure in a small group stand- 
ing in front of a huge punch-bowl. “He and Auntie didn’t know we 
were having a fancy-dress party so he borrowed some of Mummy’s 
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clothes, evening dress, gloves, pearls and . . . and everything. Not bad, 
eh? Not as nice as you, though,” she added quickly. “The rabbit in the 
other picture’s me.” But my eyes were all for Uncle Trevor in a long and 
clinging gown of some dark material, slit up to the knee on one side to 
reveal a stocking-clad leg and a high-heeled black. ankle-strap shoe. 
He had a knitted lace stole over one arm, a long cigarette holder in the 
other hand, and an elaborate turban instead of a wig. The pose was a 
most feminine one. 


“He must have had a corset on,” said Claire, no doubt seeing the 
nipped-in waist, the smooth in-and-out line from chest to hip. 


“Of course.” said Gillan, wishing to appear knowledgable, “or he 
couldn't have got into Mummy’s dress. And he wore Mummy’s best 
undies, I know, because | saw them when he was doing something to 
his stockings in the powder room. Black ones of glove silk they were.” 
] stared at the picture with a strange, stimulating kind of fascination. 
“He must have dressed up before, though,” Gillian prattled on, “be- 
cause Mummy laughed about some time somebody had mistaken him 
for a lady.” 


The album had edged my dress up over my knees and I noticed Gillian 
taking quick glances underneath it from her position on the floor. I 
let it slide up a little more and boldly parted my legs a little. The wine 
had relaxed me, in fact we were all feeling very gay. I glanced at Claire's 
little watch —only ten o'clock (the play had begun at six) and it was 
Saturday. My parents had given me freedom to stay out later if | wished 
in case there was a party somewhere after the play. Well, there was! 


Gillian grabbed the album. slammed it shut, and suddenly rolled on 
to her back and kicked her legs in the air out of an excess of high spirits. 
A cloud of slip fell down to her hips so that I enjoyed a full view of 
dainty white bloomers stretched tightly over her young bottom, the 
material tugging at the clastic visibly pressing lightly into the upper 
reaches of the backs of her white thighs. She had no stockings on. 


“Gillian!” called out Claire. “Really, when are you going to grow 
up?” Gillian sat up cross-legged, hair hanging down over one side of 
her face. She looked solemnly at Claire, then slowly stuck out her pink 
tongue. Claire couldn't help laughing as she said, “You should be in 
pigtails and white knee-socks.” 
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With mock dignity Gillian rose to her feet. brushed back her hair, 
and held out her hand regally to me: “Come, Agatha, we are surround- 
ed by Grandmother Claire, defened by the click of her needles, drowned 
in the stuffy stinks of peppermint, China tea and woollen shawls.” This 
in a most precious, supercilious tone. Linking her arm through mine she 
led me through the main dining-room to the music room, where she 
sat down at the piano, making me sit on the stool beside her, and then 
with the most delicate and sensitive touch imaginable played some 
Brahms. Claire wandered in, winked at me, and sat down nearby. Gil- 
lian’s face had changed; she was somewhere else for a moment. I had yet 
to learn that this clown of a girl was a highly accomplished pianist, a 
competent painter in oils. a brillian academic student, and a champion- 
ship-calibre tennis player. Her knowing fingers flowed over the key- 
board as I watched and listened. entranced. Claire had silently come up 
behind me, resting her hand on my shoulder. | pulled my arm slowly 
between us, behind Claire and gently laid my hand on her waist. No re- 
sistance. ] tightened my hold, pulling her to me so that her hip pressed 
into me, her white dress against the black of mine. I had cuddled and 
kissed girls before, but this was as if I hadn’t touched or held any girl 
before. One soft finger stroked the skin beneath the narrow shoulder 
band of my dress. I trembled. And I could feel Claire’s warmth as she 
pressed more firmly into me. The music stopped. “Please leave your 
contributions in the box by the door,” said Gillian. Then she began 
playing popular music. When it was a slow waltz I got up, looked into 
Claire’s eyes, and quite naturally began to dance with her, I leading. We 
glided, turned and spun about the open parquet floor, through the open 
door into the dining room. Out of Gillian’s sight Claire stopped, looked 
with parted lips into my eyes and pressed closer to me. My lips moved 
over hers. I tightened my arms about her. She wriggled her hips slowly 
and emitted a whispered “Ohhhh!” In reply | whispered, “Damn this 
lipstick I’ve got on.” She flicked out a little handkerchief from some- 
where and quickly tied out mouths and we danced back into Gillian’s 
presence. 


Our final activity of the evening was a walk — at the energetic Gillian’s 
suggestion. For me she produced a straight-cut light grey coat of her 
mother’s with black fur trimming the collar and cuffs, while she and 
Claire tossed nondescript school raincoats over their shoulders. Still 
not satisfied with my appearance, Gillian found some black gloves’ 
which were a bit of a struggle to put on but which were elegant, and a 
handbag to drape over my arm. Calling to Mary that we wouldn’t be 
long and that she needn’t stay up any more, Gillian led the way down a 
long path to a summer house, trom which we could see the river and the 
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Chiltern Hills beyond. It was a lovely spot, though I, so completely and 
smartly dressed, could perhaps be excused for indulging a strong degree 
of narcissism. The fur snuggled into my neck, and it was a novelty to 
feel the movement of a woman's coat about me, for | had not worn one 
before. Like Gillian’s dress, it had a faint scent — a more sophisticated 
one — of its owner. It was a further layer of a cocoon, bantshing even 
deeper within its layers my boyishness. As the padded bra modified and 
concealed my chest and the girdle and lingerie and stockings of them- 
selves made a feminine statement, the pretty, skirt-swirling dress and 
the coat gave a sort of final confirmation to the intrinsic yet subordi- 
nate elements. The gloves, jewelry and handbag were forms of delicate 
emphasis to a firmly-established thesis. Since then [| have never really 
wanted to wear female garments beneath men’s clothing — it is a para- 
dox, even a heresy. ; 


“Let's walk, children,” butted in Gillian, “my legs are getting bloody 
cold.” Continuing on the path that now meandered through an orchard 
we came to a gate in the high Tudor garden wall, leading to the main 
road outside the grounds of the house. The road was indifferently lit by 
widely-spaced lamp-posts. Two or three cars passed along as we made 
our way to the main gate and the driveway Icading up to the front door. 
What at least looked like three young women walking at night in such 
a neighborhood in England of 1938 did not invite interference, or even 
comment. As car lights iuminated us for brief moments | enjoyed a 
vague fecling that | was misbehaving myself (it was not an unpleasant 
feeling) but 1 did not lower my head or try to conceal myself in any way. 
Claire and Gillian were perfectly at ease anyway, so why should I spoil 
the party? | matched my stride to theirs as | walked between them, 
their arms in mine. I envied the natural girl-ness of my companions; 
they would be wearing exciting underthings tomorrow and would have 
the choice of all kinds of outer clothes and accessories. And the next 
day and all the other days. But then I realized, somewhat precociously 
for one not yet quite sixteen, that to them female clothes were just 
clothes, to be worn within the conventions of their sex, things to be 
put on and off without any particular deep satisfaction or erotic stimu- 
lation. The novelty was limited to me. Neither Claire not Gillian would 
think deliciously, as she walked along, of a slip and bloomers that flowed 
and alternately rippled and tautened under her dress in rhythmic re- 
sponse to regular movement. Neither would be particularly happy about 
not wearing boys’ heavy flat shoes. Neither could feel that shiver-making 
naughtiness from putting on clothes one wasn't normally supposed to 
put on, for the simple fact that there was no prohibition for them. 
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As I was arriving at the obvious conclusion of all this we swung into 
the driveway, Gillian crying, ‘‘First one in gets the last of the grub (food) 
and booze!” Taking off her shoes she sprinted away to the door, though 
I was surprised to see that Claire almost caught up with her. I was far 
behind, of course, Her firm young breasts heaving beneath her bodice, 
Claire said, “Gillian, you are unfair, you know. You knew we had 
stockings on.” 


I kicked off my shoes, which were beginning to pinch a bit, in front 
of the welcome tire, and curled up on the settec. not too expertly, since 
one knee arked upward from the other right before the kneeling Gillian 
who cried “Wheeec!!!" in mock appreciation of the view under my 
dress. “Swallow this.” she continued, handing me a refilled glass of 
wine. In a little while I asked Claire to rescue my own clothes from the 
hall closet in which she had quickly secreted them on our first entrance, 
so that I could go and change somewhere. “Use my room,” said Gillian. 
“And look,” she added, “why not leave the things here? Adrian (her 
younger brother at my school) will drop them off at the theatre tomor- 
row. He has to go to some special service at chapel.” The chapel was 
part of my school. I thanked her, then rose as Claire came in with my 
clothes. 


“Here you are,” she said. “Let me undo your dress for you.” I felt her 
fingers work their way down my back. Gillian’s last comment was, 
“Help yourself to cleansing cream, it’s in my bathroom, pink jar with 
a rose on top. 


As my family and Claire’s socialized a good deal, I saw more of 
Claire and Gillian until university and the war scattered everybody. 
Gillian became a W.A.A.F. officer, and while stationed at Tangmere 
(Fighter Command) during the Battle of Britain was killed by machine- 
gun fire from a low-flying 109. Claire married soon after the war and 
had two children; the first, a girl, she named Gillian. | am her godfather. 


I met Claire in London two years ago. Alone together for the first 
time, we dined out in Soho and then went to see Danny la Rue’s latest 
show. Some think him to be the greatest female impersonator since 
Julian Eltinge. 


“Come up for a drink,” said Claire, as I stood with her outside her 
hotel overlooking Green Park. After the drinks were brought up we 
sat in the drawing-room, chatting about family affairs. Her hand closed 
over mine, and her eyes widened as I enjoyed the beauty of her face. She 
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was a little heavier, of course, but though in her forties was as trim, 
neat and unscathed as a woman of thirty. We kissed. “There’s always 
something I've wanted to do with you.’ she smiled. We undressed to- 
gether in the bedroom. Down to her slip, a coftee-colored nylon satin 
thing that stopped several inches short of her knees, she looked so ravish- 
ing I swept her into my arms; her bottom wriggled as it had done long 
ago. My hands told me she wore only panties underneath. We made 
love. “I knew it would be good,” she murmured into my ear. And in the 
two days we still could spend together it became better and better. Only 
once did I feel a tear run down her cheek. 


“It’s awful, darling,” she said, “I don’t remember growing older.” 


o 


WAITING 


You brought me make up for my face — 
Pretty silk and lovely lace. 


You gave me dresses and pretty shoes, 
And all these things I have to use. 


But with these things I have to wait, 
For you to enter through the gate 


Home from work, it’s up to you, 
Either lovely lace or denim blue. 


You gave me things for me to use, 
I wish you'd hurry up and choose. 


Either man or woman you can be, 
And I really hope that you pick me! 


Marsha, R. I. 


Susie 9-W-3 FPE 


Linda —— Ohio 
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YOU’VE COME A LONG WAY, BABY 


Re Joy Lynne 6-C-3 FPE 


At this writing, my freshly shaven legs are sheathed in 38 inches of 
Tall Girl Nylons gartered by an expensive high rise zipper panty girdle. 
My red, white and blue three inch pumps are complemented by a dark 
blue double knit dress which carefully follows the contour of my sister's 
body. Beneath the auburn wig and make up is a new individual who 
had waited nearly 25 years to come out, and then only after facing 
reality — the frank confession of being a transvestite, a femme personator 
or any other cross-dressing term you choose. 


The radio is softly playing only to be interrupted by a blurting com- 
mercial, “You've come a long way. baby!” How true I quietly thought. 
Transvestism has been a long lonesome road to walk, wrought with self- 
doubt, secrecy, frustration, tension and the lack of understanding. The 
polarized emotional experience of dressing ranged from sheer ecstac\ 
and pleasure of acquiring well fitting lingerie, to a deep guilt-ridden 
feeling within an unidentifiable creature who burned hidden caches of 
“girl stuff” several times. 


Many times I looked in the mirror and asked, “What am 1? A man’? 
A woman? A homosexual? A latent Christine Jorgenson? There were 
no answers — at least satisfactory answers in the library references for 
psychology, sociology, sexology and mental health. The subject of 
cross dressing was treated like dirt on a floor and swept under the rug 
hoping it would go away. Only after my wife read a newspaper column 
by Dr. Walter Alvarez, did some of the answers to these agonizing ques- 
tions come subsequent to reading D. G. Raynor’s A Year Among the 
Girls and six Transvestias. The draftboard would have rejected me for 
high blood pressure as | eagerly consumed the contents of these publica- 
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tions. They revealed many behavioral characteristics about myself. 
Some I was cognizant of, but others were unknown and their revelation 
provided a source of relief and inner tranquility. 


The greatest solace was assurance of not being a homosexual or a 
member of the “gay ranks,” and the satisfaction of knowing that I’m 
not transsexual material. ] owe this new found peace of mind to Virginia 
and many of you readers who unselfishly shared your knowledge, prob- 
lems and philosophies with others like me through the medium of TVia. 
In return, I feel there should be some reciprocity of the favor. The pur- 
pose of this article is to share my TV experiences with you and the new 
discoverers of TVia in hope that this meager contribution will bring the 
relief I received. This is the first time I have ever tried to speak about this 
inner sanctum of my life. I will try to be concise and complete. 


The etiology of my behavior may be as complex as yours. The TV 
mold was cast in early life and I fit into it perhaps for several different 
reasons. My parents were married at an early age and gave birth to my 
older brother about the time the stock market crashed. For nearly seven 
struggling years my parents postponed having their girl. Mother had 
prepared for the long awaited event by knitting pink booties, sewing 
pink dresses and buying pink crib blankets. (Of course I don’t remember 
all of these things but I was told about them several times.) The girl 
turned out to be me. Naturally, mother wasn’t going to throw away the 
fruits of her preparations just because they were pink and meant for 
girls. So, from the earliest moments of life I wore the dainty goodies 
besides the boy’s clothes mother received afterwards. My parents loved 
and raised me as a boy — rough, tough and full of endless mischievous 
energy. 


The yearning for a girl did not stop even after I outgrew the infant 
clothes. Mother seized the opportunities of Halloween and Cub Scout 
skits to dress up her “little girl” as she grew older. As a den mother, she 
developed a skit and choreography for her cub scouts. About eight of 
us were dressed in ballet skirts topped by stuffed pink bras provided by 
our mothers, and wigs from department store manikins. Under the 
skirts were swimming trunks and Keds. We danced to the tune of 
“Mickey” and walked off with honors of having the best skit. 


During my eighth grade year in school, mother bought me a brigh. 
red and yellow cowboy shirt for school. I thought it was great but also 
odd that it had no pockets. She later told me it was a blouse and J stopped 
wearing it shortly afterward. 
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Mother had help from me, too, in vicariously fulfilling her wish 
for a girl. The earliest desire to wear feminine clothes happened at about 
the age of five or six. We stayed with friends who lived in northern Wis- 
consin and had a girl about my age. One night I saw her panties in the 
laundry and wanted to put them on but never did. No gumption I guess. 


Later I tried wearing my mother’s clothes that were in the laundry 
and in her dresser. At Halloween time. the Cub Scouts had a costume 
party and I went dressed as a lady — furs, make-up and all — except for 
panties and a foundation garment. When we got to the party. I had been 
“Out ladied” by our Boy Scout den leader whose mother took meticu- 
lous care in decking him out properly. Mother admired a job well done. 
The next year I got decked out and wore the whole works on my in- 
sistence. Mother was somewhat abashed when I put on her panties and 
girdle like a veteran. 


For years | secretly put on her clothes and tried out her heels until my 
feet got too big. I even tried on an old corset my grandmother stored in 
the attic but with disappointing results as it didn’t fit well. By !Oth 
grade I started buying my own things beginning with “long” size nylons. 
For some reason they were never long enough to satisfy me. 


Mother and I had some outside help (which came inadvertantly) 
from my older brother and father to develop my femme self. A neighbor 
pal and I were horsing around with some old bloomers we found. My 
brother caught us trying them on and made us walk back home while 
wearing them in front of all the neighbors. | don’t know what they 
thought, but it embarrassed the hell out of us. It only temporarily 
squelched my desire to wear feminine clothes. 

Father was a hard worker and a good provider within his capabilities. 
However, his short temper, articulate tongue and his tensions enhanced 
by excessive drinking, fostered a periodically unstable home life. He 
lost several jobs by telling his boss to go where it was warm and uncom- 
fortable. There were interims of unemployment and mother had to go to 
work to make ends meet and save for a home down payment. Both 
parents worked long hours and | was left in the care of a busy grand 
mother who lived downstairs. She did not know | was frequently up- 
stairs dipping into mother’s dresser instead of playing outside. 

When we moved to our new home, I took great care while dressing 
and was never caught. Commuting took my parents more time so I had 
plenty of opportunity to thumb through the lingerie ads in the news- 
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papers and catalogs. | occasionally wore panties, a girdle and nylons 
when delivering evening newspapers on my route. The levis rubbing 
against the nylons was pleasing — I don't know why. 


In my junior year in high school I met a girl I really cared for. I never 
told her about my TV tendencies, and voluntarily got rid of the few 
accumulated lingerie items. Life was great from that moment on for I 
started the acceptable dating process and unloaded the unacceptable 
practice of cross dressing and all of its related guilt. Even though I took 
our broken romance of several years very hard, I did not go back to 
cross dressing for the rest of high school and five years of college. 


After college I went to work as a ranger in a western national park. | 
met my wife there and during the summer we became very close to each 
other. When our relationship approached the consideration of marriage, 
I revealed my earlier TV tendencies to her. She asked if | still dressed 
or wanted to do it. I said no and that discussion on TV ended. It was 
so brief my wife didn’t remember it when I started cross dressing again 
and we exchanged a few heated words later. 


How and why did I start dressing again? About four months after 
we were married. | was struggling to bring my grades up in a Wisconsin 
university. | wanted to demonstrate to myself and discretionary uni- 
versity administrators that I could do graduate work. My wife was also 
carrying six hours of night school and working full time. It was a strain 
on both of us and tensions mounted. They exploded after two months 
when my wife’s mother in Utah suddenly became critically ill and was 
hospitalized. My wife understandably wanted to fly back to be at her 
mother’s bedside. I refused to let her go unless her father said she defi- 
nitely should come. It would have meant sacrificing our meager savings. 
and dumping our school work and jeopardizing my graduate work. It 
was the toughest decision I ever made. My wite left our apartment in 
anger and was gone nearly seven hours on a cold hostile winter night. I 
seriously questioned myself and was emotionally upset feeling that | 
had no compassion for her. 


In an effort to forget my plight, my attention momentarily shifted to 
her panty girdle on the bed. I tried it on for a few minutes. Alas, the 
sleeping giant of my feminine inclinations was awakened after seven 
years of abstinence. Panty girdles had a fascination to me, probably be- 
cause mother never had one and they were frequently advertised in news- 
papers which aroused my curiosity. 
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Nine months after that incident my wife and I were working in a 
southwestern state attempting to save moncy for graduate school. I was 
accepted on a probationary basis to start in September. My wife worked 
in the evenings and I worked during the day. 


One might I couldn’t hold myself back any longer. The house was 
quiet and my wife was at work. I slipped into some of her black lace 
panties, pulled on the panty girdle and anxiously gartered the smooth 
nylons. It felt good — so good | fell asleep in them only to wake up to a 
startled wife who had just come home. She was either dumbfounded or 
possessed infinite wisdom; she didn’t say a word about it. I sheepishly 
took them off and we went quietly to sleep. 


The embarrassment quickly wore off and I dressed more frequently 
and became more daring by secretly wearing the feminine undergarments 
from the waist down while she was home. It was the same kind of thrill 
as snitching cookies and getting away with it. She may have suspected 
me when she could not find some of her things. Again, she didn’t say 
anything. 


Graduate school was tough but I was hacking it in spite of several 
emotional experiences involving sorrow and joy. My mother died sud- 
denly and I missed seven days of school to attend the funeral back home. 
The absence compounded my struggle to maintain acceptable grades 
— especially in ecology where ! lacked a good biological background. | 
stayed up late at night and resorted to the comforts of the panties, girdle 
and nylons which helped me stay awake and concentrate on the studies 
at hand. 


Our daughter was born shortly after mother’s death and we were happy 
to have her. This event and all the related responsibilities triggered a 
critical reassessment of myself. The guilt of cross dressing became 
heavier, but it was rationalized away because it was “helping” me meet 
the rigorous demands of graduate school and being a husband to my 
wife and a (helluva) father to my daughter. 


My wife went back to work again which meant I had the duties of 
babysitting in the evenings. I enjoyed it more than expected and didn’t 
mind at all changing diapers although it took some doing to overcome 
a weak stomach. My dressing from the waist down became a regular 
home activity. Between the dedication and encouragement from my 
wife and daughter, the pull of my committee and girdle — the thesis was 
written and completed in time for commencement. It was a team effort! 
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The many anxious moments and crises of graduate work finally ended 
and my wife and I persevered. I think the lingerie had something to do 
with the success, but it was not the end of dressing. 


After graduation, I got the job I actively sought and enjoyed the work 
the first year. Our son was born during this period. Then I was trans- 
ferred to another division and started running into conflicts with my 
new boss. The relationship rapidly deteriorated and I no longer looked 
forward to going to work in the mornings. My wife knew I was ex- 
tremely depressed. Instead of releasing my frustrations through dress- 
ing, | played and managed our agency's softball team. We played other 
agency teams once or twice a week. The therapy worked only tempor- 
arily because it was team effort, and that didn’t do me any good when we 
were not playing. My family and I took frequent walks and did a lot 
of window shopping to work off my depressions. The shopping only 
fueled my burning desire to dress again. 


The opportunity came when | returned home early from a trip. My 
wife and kids had gone west to visit her relatives and I was all alone. 
Panty hose were coming into vogue so I bought a high sheer pair and 
my first bra — 38C. I put the whole works on and used a tee-shirt and a 
wrapped towel for outer garments. My feet squeezed into my wife’s 
pointed flats. What rapture I felt even though I looked like King Kong 
in a dainty ballet outfit. Several nights in a row I dressed like this until 
the family came home. By then I was “dressed out” and happy to have 
the brood back. 


Finally I was transferred to another division and my spirits picked 
up considerably. Even though I put in a lot of overtime, I didn’t mind it 
and the desire to dress subsided. The bra and pantyhose were stashed 
away and didn't get taken out again until we decided to move back to 
the southwest to pursue a doctorate degree. I threw them away then. 


The demands of working full time and striving to meet academic re- 
quirements heavily taxed our good marital relationship. I could not 
sleep and what little time I was home was only a physical presence — not 
a more important mental one. I wore panties, girdle and nylons as often 
as possible. 


The summer of 1968 things bottomed out. I was working full time 
and taking a time consuming language course in Russian. The nights 
were long and lonely while studying instead of giving my wife the com- 
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panionship she deserved. She thought 1 loved my work and school more 
than her and the kids. 


The frustration mounted and | bought a long line bra to wear into the 
wee hours to keep myselt awake. My wife found the “goodies” stashed 
away in the closet which did not set very well with her. We survived the 
crisis and although I didn’t have a nervous breakdown, one must have 
been close. 


After most of my course work and language requirements were com- 
pleted, we moved to an eastern state to do research for a living and for 
a dissertation. At last we had a reliable good income which enabled us 
to buy a new home and do a lot of things we had postponed during 
school. This helped our marital relationship tremendously although my 
wife was upset with me for wearing (out) her girdle. She knew by then 
that I had worn her clothes frequently. 


Perhaps because the feminine clothes seem to bring me relict and 
pleasure, | began to buy them more for pleasure only. My older brother 
who had sutfered through extreme hardships at the same time as we. 
was having ulcer and intestinal problems. I came through our crises 
without anything worse than guilt feelings for dressing. 


My wife found the “goodies” (as she called them) and began to ask 
questions. I tried to tell her everything | knew about TVism which 
wasn’t much because all the library references inadequately treated the 
subject. She suggested seeing a psychiatrist but I discarded that because 
some references said psychiatric treatment was not effective. Both of us 
were puzzled over the causes of my dressing behavior and had contempt 
for it. My wite felt that she was an inadequate sex partner, the wearing 
of feminine clothes substituted for her and that I was losing my mascu- 
linity. “I married a man, not a woman” was thrown at me several times 
in periods of anger. One thing emerged trom our frank stormy conver- 
sations — secrets had no place in our marriage any longer. I agreed to 
let her know when I wore the under garments and not to hide them. 
Everything became above the board in behavior and discussions. The 
real break came from Dr. Alvarez’s article. 


After searching for the recommended Raynor book, we ordered it 
from the publisher and got it about mid November. It was the best 
source I had read and it gave me an opportunity to reflect upon my ex- 
periences that paralleled those of other TVs in the book. This removed 
most of my wife’s inhibitions about TVism but she still had some reser- 
vations. 
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Last Christmas was the most unusual one for both of us. For the first 
time my wife bought me a 38D brassiere, a high rise zipper panty girdle, 
slip, panties and blue high heels. We looked at dresses but they were 
either too expensive or I didn't like the styles. On Christmas eve, after 
the kids went to bed, she gave me.a surprise present. It was a dark blue 
double knit dress!! What a night I had with my new “TV set™!! How- 
ever, | wasn't allowed to shave my legs until two months later. By then 
we had received our TVias and read more about the subject. We also 
bought my wig then. 


The change from rejection to understanding and acceptance has been 
painfully slow for me. but perhaps the right pace for my wife. She worries 
about me and the children discovering their father’s peculiarity. 1 worry 
about how much my wife will understand and accept, the children and 
whether or not Dr. Reuben’s book All The Things You Wanted To 
Know About Sex (But Were Afraid To Ask) is right about TV’s be- 
coming impotent. So far we have had an excellent marital relationship 
sexually. Buying feminine clothes for myself has also brought feelings 
of selfish guilt. I often feel the money should be used for the family’s 
needs. 


TV has brought my wife equally as close as it had earlier separated 
us. To sit here in my feminine attire in front of my wife would not have 
been possible without TVia and the admirable efforts of Virginia. When 
we get re-located in the Rocky Mountain west, we hope to meet other 
TV's and exchange correspondence with them. Perhaps my wife and I 
can help others “come a long way,” too. 


eee ee 


Joy Lynn 6-C-3 FPE 
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COME IN AND SHOP without embarrassment — in complete privacy — at our convenient 
2 mid-Manhattan store Miss Julia is there to give you personal and understanding service 
E) OR SHOP AT HOME BY MAIL — send coupon with your order now. 
Get your copy of hes complete Catalog of exotic apparel 
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THE CULTURAL RESPONSIBILITY 
OF THE TRANSVESTITE 


Paula — Wyoming = 4 CO 


I would like to present a thesis which may startle some of you, but 
which if reflected upon might help you integrate your feminine side into 
our culture. I believe that given all we can presently know about the 
reasons for and meaning of transvestism, we are left with only one con- 
clusion, that the ultimate meaning of FPia rests in its relation to the cul- 
ture in which it is found. Put simply, the transvestite has a message 
for the rest of the society in which he finds himself which needs to be 
actively lived out for his meaning to become clear. My fellow FPs, it’s 
about time we discovered that whatever guilt we feel must in fact be borne 
by our culture and not ourselves. If we hide our feminine side we do an 
injustice to ourselves, but we do an even greater injustice to our society 
by robbing it of our meaning to it. One may truly say that our lives 
have not been easy, but let us not dismiss our suffering as meaningless. 
I say our lives have a purpose which most of have not brought to light, 
and to this end I hope this article will contribute. 


We are not sick, and indeed the only reason most of us have any prob- 
lem at all is that in our culture it is not accepted for men to dress in wo- 
men’s clothes. The natural reaction of the FP is to think that there is 
something wrong with him in exhibiting desires which are not culturally 
acceptable. I say there is something wrong with our culture for not being 
able to integrate the FP into it. 


Our meaning is not to be found by ourselves in locked rooms but in 
open contact with all those around us. The fundamental expression of 
our meaning is in wearing feminine clothes, but this expression is pri- 
marily a symbol! for a deeper meaning. I will explore that meaning in la- 


57 


TRansvestia 


ter articles. For the moment let us consider the dead ends most of us 
reach in seeking the reasons for our femmiphilia. 


Is femmiphilia inherited? If there is a genotype particularly suscep- 
tible to FPia it would be inherited. There is a possibility however that 
it might be fostered by a genotype which has undergone mutation. This 
is not too far-fetched, as one in five individuals born carries newly arisen 
mutant genes, In this area natural selection will either support or destroy 
femmiphilia as a mutation without much guidance from us. We know 
that the presence of a Y-chromosome makes an individual male, while 
the X-chromosome carries the gene for femaleness. Normally, one Y and 
on X make a boy and two X’s make a girl. Abnormal chromosomal com- 
binations are relatively rare, and do not seem to consistently show ten- 
dencies toward cross dressing. Biology and genetics are currently not ad- 
vanced enough to give us definite answers as to the reasons behind femmi- 
philia. (See “Mankind Evolving” by Dobzhansky.) 


Is femmiphilia caused by environment? There are environments which 
no doubt foster its development. It appears that one factor alone is not 
enough to cause femmiphilia. 


Is femmiphilia fostered by mal-imprinting? There is evidence (see 
“The Naked Ape” and “The Human Zoo” by Desmond Morris) that 
imprinting is an important factor in sexual development. Sexual imprint- 
ing is an important factor in sexual development. Sexual imprinting is 
the association we make at the moment of the first ejaculation. This 
stays with us apparently through life. In my case, my first ejaculation 
was associated with girls’ clothing, not girls. Of course, I had been wear- 
ing girls’ clothes previous to this time, but this does not negate the fact 
that mal-imprinting has had an effect on my development. The difficulty 
here is that animals do not wear clothing, and thus observation of animal 
behavior is of limited value to the study of femmiphilia. 


Is there any satisfactory psychological explanation of the phenomenon? 
The answer here is a very qualified yes. Certainly the schools of mechan- 
istic and behavioral psychology do not offer much help, even though 
they claim to understand all deviations in human behavior. The admin- 
istration of an electric shock to an FP while he is looking at pictures 
of feminine clothes is just another form of barbaric brain washing. I think 
there is, if not an explanation, a workable definition of the experience 
of femmiphilia to be found in the work of Carl Jung and his disciples, 
particularly Erich Neumann. Otto Rank also contributes to an under- 
standing of how it might be a culturally valid expression. 
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I think we can reasonably say there is no easy answer to why we are 
FPs. We can, however, make some sense out of just what being a FP 
means in our culture. In another article I will explore this area in some 
detail.] leave you with this thought: Acceptance is the key to under- 
standing. You may damn yourself for being an FP, or you may discover 
that you are infinitely more than you think you are. 


0] 


REALISTIC FALSIES 


Some readers don’t seem to get as far as the Editorial Emanations 
or the Price List so from now on I’m going to stick in bits of information 
here and there throughout the magazine. 


Every now and then somebody will order the Jelly kit without order- 
ing either the bra that has inserts in it or the separate inserts alone 
(either regular or the mastectomy type). I can’t write everybody and ex- 
plain this so I call it to your attention here. 


The Jelly kit consists of two bottles of ingredients and a sheet of 
instructions. When the directions are followed, the combination of the 
two ingredients inside of the plastic insert results in a clear, soft jelly 
that has the consistance and weight of a normal breast. It can be tinted 
flesh color with liquid makeup if you wish. After wearing a short time 
it becomes body temperature. Being as heavy as a breast it will not ride 
up on the chest. Worn in a bra with elastic straps the breasts will move 
with the body exactly as a real breast does. Once you have tried these you 
will never again be satisfied with just a protrusion on your chest as you 
get with the rubber falsies. If you are going to do it, do it well! You'll 
feel a lot more “real.” See price list for these items in the back of this 
issue. 


LETTERS 


My Dear Virginia: 


It is now almost two years since I read of you in a short report in the 
Financial Times of your late night television interview when you were in 
London, and now I am very excitedly looking torward to meeting you 
this Autumn. These have been very momentous times for me, since dur- 
ing this period I have read about a dozen copies of TVia (bought at 
enormous expense from one of these little book shops in Soho) and have 
experienced the lovely birth and emergence of Jacquelaine from the 
shadows where her brother never really ‘understood what it was all 
about. | have read so many of your articles now, and really feel that. I 
know you and many of the girls quite well from your photos, and it really 
is quite remarkable how completely I have been able to identify myself 
with the TV scene you describe so nicely. My story is so much a carbon 
copy of so many that I will not bore you with the details, except to ‘say , 
“how blessed is your name and all the work you have done for girls 
like me.” Thank you from the bottom of my heart. 


I’m sure you will be amused with my story of how I got in touch with . 
the girls of the Beaumont Society in the UK. After reading of your visit 
to London, when,I realised FPE and TVia were the living proof that I 
was not some sort of nut case, I searched out a source of TVia. I read 58, 
59 60 all with great excitement and then got some earlier issues 38, 42 
etc and got to know and recognise many of the girls including Alga and 
Sylvia of course. Then I think 59 came along with the notes of your Eur- 
opean visit and your reference to Beaumont. That set me off again, but 
the one thing I didn’t do was of course the obvious thing of writing to 
you. Instead I hunted around without success until you published a letter 
trom Margaret Elizabeth which referred to “Pamelas letter to the Ob- 
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server’. So off again and eventually I tracked this down in microfilms 
of the Observer in a library. Nearly there because the letter gave the box 
number. I wrote to it that very day and in due course Sylvia replied and 
in a month or so Jacquelaine was a member of Beaumont No. 235. 


Well, that was in December of 1970 and the many months that have 
followed have been so very memorable and delightful for me. I have 
met so many really lovely people who were immediately understanding 
and helpful, as well as being such charming ladies. I have been over to 
Dublin a couple of times and stayed with Margaret and Alga, and what 
really lovely people they are Then I have met Margaret Elizabeth and 
Jackie and Phil with whom [| am working in arranging the dinner for 
the 24th Sept. which we hope that you will be attending. I have even 
had a business trip to Copenhagen when I met Erna and Evy and had a 
gorgeous time. They booked me in one of their very understanding hotels 
where Jacquelaine came out of her suitcase for two whole days. That is 
a story in itself which seems like a dream to me. I really came alive as | 
steadily allowed my femmeself to take over and emerge. I had done quite 
a little shopping betore the trip for spring clothes and was able to give 
them an airing. Although through the years I have owned one or two 
things I have never had such a lovingly chosen and complete wardrobe, 
and this has been one of the real joys for me to be doing shopping for 
Jacquelaine. 


So now you will know how much your last trip to Europe has done for 
me in opening up a whole new world for me. One in which I can really 
feel that I belong and where I can be happy being just as I have always 
dreamed that I might be one day. 


Like most of your FPE girls I suppose, I am married with a lovely 
wife, who is sublimely unaware of Jacquelaines existance which is quite 
a problem for me, but not one that I think should be imposed on her at 
this juncture. I'm 46 and my daughter gets married in four weeks, and 
my son is 17 and finishing high school. Jacquelaine lives in two suit- 
cases and a wig box in a wardrobe in my office for a good part of the time, 
but quickly shakes the dust off when she gets out. 


“Looking forward to hearing from you and more particularly to seeing 
you again. 


Yours ever, 
Jacquelaine Andrews 
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Editor’s Note: There are those who take the position that they don’t 
much care what caused their FPia or what it is all about, they just enjoy 
it. There are others who just don’t take time to read anything but Fiction 
or True Stories in TVia. There are others who just can’t be bothered 
about Virginia’s theorizing, etc. Of course there are many who don't 
fall in any of these classes. But the following letter is reprinted here not 
aS a pat on the back for me but in the hope that somebody else’s en- 
dorsement of the ideas presented in the editorial in TVia No. 73 might 
induce some of those who passed it by entirely or who just skimmed over 
it to read it again. That would be a good thing. I don’t just sit down and 
dream these articles up for something to do — God knows I have more 
than I can handle already. But I do write them for the purpose of sharing 
concepts that develop in me because of my rather special kind of involve- 
ment in the whole scene in the hope that some bits and pieces will mean 
something to you who read them and help you to construct a better 
fabric out of your own life. I am naturally very pleased that I managed 
to hit the point for Barbara and pleased that she has taken the trouble 
to tell me so. 


Dear Virginia: 


My purpose in writing to you this time is to comment on the content 
of your “Virgin Views” in TVia No. 73 — “The Masculine-Feminine 
Game.” 


I feel that in a very few words, following the quotation from the Roz- 
achs, you have captured the real essence of this whole transvestic ex- 
perience. As a matter of cat, it seems to me that you have reached a type 
of peak, as you have stated and summarized the totality of the causation 
and implementational aspects of transvestism clearly, concisely, and 
completely. 


You are aware that I have been an active and keen observer of the 
whole scene for many years. We have corresponded, discussed and even 
disputed over the many years since TVia was first born. After all the 
running around into so many different avenues hoping to find satisfact- 
ory approaches to our mutual and related behaviour patterns it is might- 
ily refreshing to “‘come back home” to evident and acceptable basics. 


oe I wish that a large part of the medical profession could be per- 
suaded to return to their basics of training as to the environmental caus- 
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ation of cross dressing with a possible new emphasis on the existance of 
the more “fertile” areas in the mind’s “fields” as you have outlined it. 


To be honest I have frequently felt that you have allowed yourself to 
be periodically sidetracked by snipers from without and within, and a 
too restrictive and therefore unrealistic view of not unrelated environ- 
mentally developed phenomena. It is now particularly refreshing to read 
this clean and clear restatement of much of what we all as basic trans- 
vestites need to know and tend to forget. If we all understood and ac- 
cepted more of what you outlined in that commentarywe would all be- 
gin to live our lives more constructively and less frantically. 


To this very day, I still wander off sometimes and become depressed 
about the fact of my own transvestism. Its accoutrements are so incon- 
sistant with the so-called realities of the rest of my life. It is good for me 
to stop and take inventory of myself now and then, looking not for an 
excuse or “cop out” but rather an objective view that encompasses my 
psychological totality. Thank you for providing a reminder. 


Take care and, if it’s of any consequence, remember that you have 
many many friends out here on the other side of the post box. 


Sincerely, 
Barbara 32-F-10 FPE 
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THE FIRST TIME 


iat “= Barbara Anne FM-S-! FPE 


The day was one of those cloudless ones that makes you wake up and 
think that everything is going to be perfect. The satin sheets felt wonder- 
ful rubbing against my smoothly shaven legs. I slowly lifted myself into 
a sitting position and looked around the room. A small window in the 
bathroom let the sun rays dance on the hem of my nightgown as I threw 
back the covers of the bed. 


My mind raced ahead thinking of work that I would be starting 
several hours from now. I got out of the bed and proceeded to the bath- 
room for a refreshing shower. A new day — a new job — and most impor- 
tant to me — a new life. I worked the highly perfumed soap into a lather 
and spread the suds over my hair-free body. There wasn’t a razor nick 
anyplace. I cupped my hands over my masculine breasts and wished 
they were larger and really feminine. 


This would be my first time working as a girl although I had planned 
for this day since my parents died in an automobile accident two years 
ago. It had taken a year to settle the estate and I was just plain tired of 
the legal work although I understood it well enough since my parents had 
sent me to an Ivy League college to study law. I had received my degree 
less than three months ago and started in on the estate. It was at that 
time I found the reports of the head shrinkers on what my father had 
called “my childish adventures.” 


These childish adventures had been a love for the feminine — abso- 
lutely everything that had anything to do with the opposite sex. Yes, | 
had been born a boy, but I was short — 5 feet 4 inches tall — and my body 
was always slight and more feminine than masculine. 
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After reading over those reports about transvestism that the doctors 
had written some ten years before for my father, I felt that I must com- 
plete the task that I had set out for myself in those formative years. I 
left all my friends and moved to this penthouse apartment which I rented 
for my “girl friend,” who was to return from Europe in three months. | 
had decided that that was enough time to prepare myself for a feminine 
life. 


And now the moment of truth was at hand. I was atraid, but felt that 
today would be the beginning of a new life for me. I must prepare my- 
self perfectly for the new job — and life. | dusted my whole body with 
sweet smelling talcum. I combed out my three months growth of hair — 
it still was not long enough for a girls hairdo, that would take another 
month or two, but I carefully pinned it back so that once I was ready to 
go out I could slip on my wig. 


Back in the bedroom I slipped on the rubber panties that concealed 
my male sex organs and added just a slight touch of padding where it was 
needed. I carefully attached a pair of artificial breasts to my chest and 
lay down on the bed for 15 minutes for them to set firmly. 


As I lay there, 1 mentally thanked my parents for having left 
enough money so that I would literally never have to work another day 
in my life. Dad had been very wealthy and on top of that he had had a 
good job up until that accident which had snuffed out both their lives. 


The timer sounded and I rose and looked at myself in the mirror. 
Except for a very small line I had female breasts, I hooked the bra be- 
hind my back and pulled on the pantie hose. My legs are slim so the hose 
were seamless. I put on my mini-slip and pulled the pale green turtle- 
neck sweater over my head. I carefully turned down the collar and spent 
almost twenty minutes in front of the dressing table putting on my face. 
After the final dusting and a final blot of the lips I zipped up the sweater 
and donned my bright green mini skirt. The pale yellow shoes with 
low heels felt wonderful on my tiny feet — size 4. The suit coat was tight 
at the waist as I buttoned it up. 


In just a few minutes | would take the elevator downstairs and step 
into the world in the role | had always wanted to live. My “boy friend” 
(who was really my boy self) had arranged with a college chum for me 
to start this morning as a clerk in his father’s law firm. IT was able to 
handle it. since in addition to all the preparations for my conversion I 
had studied shorthand and typing for the last three months. 
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A final touch of spray to my chesnut wig and I picked up my purse 
and opened the door for the first time as Peggy Stuart. The elevator 
floated me down to the street level and I pushed open the door of the 
apartment building and was on the street. 


Men turned their heads to look at me as I walked to the corner to get 
the bus, but nobody spoke to me. I’m sure that the bus driver thought 
he saw everything as I got onto the bus. A tall handsome well dressed 
man got up to give me his seat. I thanked him and after my neighbor 
got off he sat down next to me and started some small talk. I was suc- 
cessful. 


I arrived at the law firm door and pushed it open. The receptionist 
was a little taller than I was. She was a blonde and when I said [| was 
Peggy Stuart she called my chum on the phone. [ sat down and waited 
for a few minutes. The office looked the same as ever. The door behind 
the receptionist opened and John’s secretary came out. 


“Will you step in here to talk with Mr. Norris, Miss Stuart.” She 
looked me over carefully as though I were a rival as | passed into the 
private office. John was there. He got up as I entered and addressed me.” 


“Bill has often spoken of you Miss Stuart, and frankly I can see the 
reason why.” His secretary stepped into the room and closed the door 
behind her. ‘Connie, will take you over to the Secretarial pool in a few 
minutes, but first I'd like to have a cup of coffee with you.” 


Connie prepared the coffee. “Sugar or cream,” she asked. 

“Both, please.” 

“Where is Bill?” John asked. 

He has gone to California to see about a job out there.” I said. 

“Fve told him that he should be working here with me,” the young 
lawyer said, “but I guess he wants to get away from all his old friends. 
You know he hasn’t been the same since his parents were killed.” 

“Yes, I know only too well,” I replied. “He even called off our wed- 


ding last week just before I returned from abroad and said that he wanted 
to be alone and think things out. He'll be in touch with me later, I hope.” 
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The chit chat continued while we finished the coffee and then Connie 
took me down to the Secretarial Pool. Everything was working out just 
fine. I planned | would work for about eight years with this firm. Dear 
Bill would disappear in California after about six months and leave 
everything to me — his wife to be. I would then be in a position to spend 
the rest of my days as the person I wanted to be — Peggy Stuart. I was 
well started on the road to my new life. 
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Barbara Anne FM-S-1 FPE 
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WHY AND WHY 


ee Jean — England 


At some stage in the life of an FP two questions must demand serious 
consideration: why am I an FP and why do I remain one? I would like 
to examine these questions in the light of my own life, which I recognize 
to be that of a fairly orthodox FP. 


I was a member of a fairly large family containing four sisters. My first 
experience was about the age of four or five, a time I can fix with reason- 


able accuracy because we changed homes when I was about that age. On © 


that occasion | wore a pair of my sister's knickers all night in bed, and 
found the experience so thrilling I was loathe to take them off next morn- 
ing. Surely I was already an FP at this yduthful age, to judge from my 
characteristic reaction to the undies. My only other childhood experience 
was when the time came to get out of my infant’s petticoats and into 
trousers. I cried my heart out long and loud, and [ can still recall some 
visitors consoling me with talk about “being a big man, etc.” I felt 
wretched at the change, and miserable for a long time whilst in trousers. 
How is it that I derived such pleasure from wearing feminine undies at 
such a tender age? I would say I was at that time already an FP, so what 
was the cause? 


I have no further recollection until my college days when I began 
systematically wearing my sister’s corset, knickers and silk stockings 
under my male wear. I got.so attached to them that I found it almost 
physically beyond me to take them off at night or at other times when 
necessary to avoid detectionl 


Following the usual pattern I was becoming dissatisfied with such half 
measures and later | was able to take advantage of certain set occasions 
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when | had the home to myself. Thanks to my sister’s wardrobe I was able 
to dress myself fully from a chic hat to high heels and walk freely about 
our quiet neighborhood for a few hours at night. 1 can well remember the 
excitement and thrill of this experience. | was able to pass neighbors and 
friends without identification thanks to my skirts, my powder, paint and 
lipstick. In fact I was enjoying at this stage what I believe is the ultimate 
goal of most TVs and that is to pass in the crowd, and be accepted as an 
ordinary girl. Later when I could afford my own feminine wardrobe | 
made. a point of avoiding dresses or coats which were too loud, elaborate 
or conspicuous. So excited was J at this stage of my life that I thought 
longingly of the sex change operation, and yearned for femininity. 


Later | got employment in London and here I enjoyed the best of the 
FP world. All day I had my panties, corset, bra and nylons under my male 
attire, and on’return to my flat, off with the hated trousers, etc., and on 
with a lovely frock or skirt. I was thrilled with the introduction of the 
“mini” and to walk about with your frock or skirt just hiding your 
essentials, gave a marvelous feeling of freedom and lightness which is 
unequalled. With my new found confidence I was able to travel by bus or 
tube “en femme,” and to shop in Oxford St. or Knightsbridge at will. On 
one occasion when purchasing a new foundation | went into the changing 
room to try it on, and donned my new garment, paid my bill and walked 
out. How nice it was to window shop at will and examine the loveliest 
lingerie without attracting the looks one gets as a male! 


Inevitably, I suppose, detection came through a relative, and to please 
the family I sought medical aid. I was told by a doctor of the latest form of 
electrical treatment for my inclinations which “had had very favourable 
results.” I wonder if any other girls tried this treatment? I had to stand 
on a grill bare-footed whilst dressed in lingerie and facing a large mirror. 
Power was applied to the grill so that electric shocks were sent up the legs 
and made me dance about to try and find relief. The obvious intent was to 
set up a strong distaste for the lingerie and to associate it with the un- 
pleasantness of the: treatment. I persisted in the treatment for three 
months, and then gave it up. I may as well have taken aspirin tablets. 
Believe me, unpleasant as the treatment was, I really looked forward to 
my visits to the hospital in order to get into the lingerie which the hospital 
supplied: and to wear it in the presence of the operatives who controlled 
the current. I would like to hear the views of any other girls who under- 
went this treatment about its effect on them. Did it cure anyone? I realize 
of course, that the FP must want to be cured for such treatment to suc- 
ceed. I believe that for a couple of months I gave it a genuine chance, 
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but for me it was a waste of time. I am back in skirts at every opportunity 
taking my walks abroad and trying to be what | feel I am, just another 
girl in the crowd. | enjoy my alter ego so much I realise now I will never 
change. I remain an FP because I want to. Has any girl ever made a com- 
plete reverse, and given up her FP tendencies? At various stages in my 
life I have tried to overcome the habit but a glimpse of a ducky little pair 
of panties or satin girdle in a shop window, or a photograph of an artist 
in drag, and I am away again to buy a mini, a pair of high-heels and the 
whole lot. I became Jean at the age of four and I will die Jean. 


I am satisfied now to have the occasional night at the cinema or theatre, 
the more regular window-shopping, and the regular nightly walks in my 
skirts, in the knowledge that whenever or however I became an FP, I will 
continue one to the end, and should be grateful for the countless thrills 
and excitement that those other unfortunate males will never know. But 
when we get back to our house at night, after hours in our skirts, and ask 
ourselves, what now? There is no answer for those of us who can’t face 
the sex-change operation. We have reached the end. frustration. 


* Ke Ke * 


Editor's Note: Although I have commented strongly against aversion 
therapy in the past this is the first revelation of the raction to it by 
one who has gone through it. I greatly appreciate Jean's sharing the ex- 
perience with us. 


I think it most important to note her statement that she “really looked 

forward to my visits to the hospital in order to get into the lingerie which 
the hospital supplied and to wear it in the presence of the operators . . 
If psychiatrists had any real understanding of the basic nature of the 
drives involved in femmephilia they would never attempt to modify be- 
havior in this way. All they did was to discover a new and unusual situa- 
tion in which the victim could display her femme self under justifiable 
conditions. Granted they made Jean achieve this the hard way, but hard 
or easy it was achieved and that was the significant thing. 


Unfortunately many psychiatrists don’t understand the nature of gender 
and the effects of polorizational upbringing on the child. They see mas- 
culine and feminine behavior patterns as automatically fixed by the X Y or 
XX chromosomal patterns and that any deviations from these patterns 
are abnormalities of which one can be “cured.” 
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Aversion therapy is just one of their more ignorant and cruel tech- 
niques. If they could be brought to see that masculinity and femininity 
are inherent in all humans regardless of sex, they would also be able to 
see F Pia as merely an overt expression in some of what is suppressed and 
denied in others. 


It isn’t that the FP has built a new room on his emotional house, it’s 
just that he has opened a door to an area that all men possess but to which 
the door is kept securely locked by most men. It is strongly reminiscent 
of the fable of Pandoras Box. Men are really so insecure that they could 
not deal with the contents of that box — their own feminine-self so they 
keep her securely locked away. 


Virginia 
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| iF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
p wv YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. ° 
‘ ~~ GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA. 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
ot the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications. 


DO.N. Morley — Regal Opticians 
2026 West 6th St. 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy Parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th St. 


A CROSS DRESS CROSSWORD PUZZLE 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLE IN TVia No. 73 


by Karen 5-G-14 FPE 
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ey _a_ ARTICLE 


A MOST INTERESTING DAY 


Nickie 47-N-2 FPE — Eee Ce 


The day actually began approximately two weeks before when I was 
asked to participate in a panel discussion at a symposium on “Human 
Rights” and directed towards professional counselors in mental health, 
social service and legal fields. After discussing the situation with my wife, 
Vickie, and Marilyn, I decided that the time would be well spent. 


So at 5:00 a.m. the clock radio awakened me from an admitted fitful 
sleep. After a quick shower and shave I dressed in slacks, overblouse, 
white boots, my usual glasses and windbreaker jacket; put my dress bag, 
cosmetic case and camera case in the pickup and started the 40 minute 
drive to Peggy's. While driving, I applied a little lipstick and changed 
glasses and upon arrival at her apartment she met me at the door, poured 
a cup of coffee and ] changed into my dress for the day. Peggy is a pre- 
operative transexual living as a woman, attending college and working 
as a counselor at the Seattle Counseling Service. I first met her through 
the Gender Identity Clinic at the University of Washington approxi- 
mately three months ago which is another story in itself. 


Upon completing the change of dress, Peggy and I parted company 
for my appointment at 7:00 with Linda, a very charming hairdresser 
who made a special effort to open her shop and do my hair for this 
special day at the symposium. While we were alone together and as she 
combed out the hair and styled it, I had an opportunity to explain to 
her something about the femmephile and we kidded each other about 
she and the rest of the girls in the shop having to look out for this par- 
ticular “girl” as a possible sexual partner (all in very good form and 
quite humorous). 
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By 8:45 she had completed the hairdo and I had completed the rest of 
my makeup and was on my way downtown again to meet Peggy. The 
symposiums full title was “From Mental Iliness to Human Rights — 
A New Approach Toward Mental Health and Civil Rights for Sexual 
Minorities.” I was pleasantly surprised to find that there were approxi- 
mately 150 professional people representing their organizations already 
there and had completed their registration. This consisted of confirm- 
ing their name and organization, filling out a questionnaire and ex- 
changing this for a copy of the days activities with some reading material 
attached about the problems that were to be discussed. 


The basic aim of this meeting was to present the homosexual and the 
problems attendant to this deviation as it affects their social life, legal 
problems, military service, therapy, counseling and case work. The 
morning panels brought up and outlined these ideas and presented some 
persona! points of view by homosexuals. Two films, “Holding” and “Vir 
Amat,” from the National Sex and Drug Forum were shown. The first 
was about lesbianism and the second about male homosexuals; both 
quite well done, excellent photography and very tender in their story. 


Following the films, the participants were split into small groups of 
10-12 people and segregated by “‘sex” so that they could “rap” about 
their personal feelings about homosexuality, lesbianism and gender 
roles. As a panelist without a sex, so to speak, I was not assigned to a 
specific group, so I casually strolled into a female group and listened to 
their comments. Considering the comments made in my presence, I do 
not believe that I was read and it was most informative on my part being 
able to hear what this group of women thought about these subjects. The 
most interesting aspect was the apparent greater understanding and 
acceptance by “straight” professionals on a most complex subject. Un- 
fortunately the gender identity area was not dwelled upon too much and 
since I kept silent to preserve my effect for my panel, I could not keep 
comments alive on that line when they did come up. 


Lunch was served during this morning rap session and after a short 
break we got back to the formal panels at 1:00 with my panel the second 
one scheduled. Its title was “Transvestism and Transexualism — A panel 
of cross-dressers compare and contrast their experiences.” There were 
five of us identified as follows: Nickie (myself), a straight TV; Peggy, a 
transexual; Sandi, a gay TV; Kim, a drag queen; and Kuhula, a female 
to male TS. We were scheduled for 20 minutes and took 28. Kuhula 
spoke first about what the female to male operation consists of and ex- 
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plained that while she was actually scheduled for the operation, she 
fortunately discovered her true feelings about her sex, cancelled the 
change and is now happy as a “butch.” Peggy briefly outlined her feel- 
ings on why she wanted the operation and Kim spoke on why she liked 
to dress explaining that she considered herself more as a transexual than 
a drag queen but either way she was considered a homosexual by all. J 
tried to explain the hetrosexual cross dresser, our feelings of relaxation, 
our sexual identification object, that we were usually married, had chil- 
dren and maintained our marriages and my actual elation over having a 
full day away from my work and out in society as a girl. Sandi told of 
her dressing as an admitted homosexual but did not explain why she 
dressed. This was partly due to her being the moderator of the panel and 
our lack of time to do any real in-depth talking about our subject. Inter- 
estingly enough, Sandi did make a very vocal complaint that of all the 
suppressed minorities, the cross dressers were the most suppressed and 
our allotted 20 minutes was ample proof of our need for greater under- 
standing. 


The other panels in the afternoon moved through their topics and of 
these I was especially moved by a young man whose topic was “Gay 
Youth in School.” His description of life in a heterosexually oriented 
high school wherein he realized he was gay but could not admit it to 
anybody, had to keep up pretenses, pressure applied by all to have dates 
and participate in social activities; all very much reminded me of my 
own experiences in high school. His defence to all of this pressure was 
to put all of his energy into music and art. While this was not exactly 
ideal from his own personal point of view, it did enable him to finish 
school and not be found out. My own solution was to stay on the peri- 
phery of sports as a student manager and to study photography both in 
and out of school. Thus I got through school and nobody (including my- 
self) could say that I had any abnormal problems. Needless to say, high 
school was something to get away from and forget if possible. 


Upon completion of the afternoon panels, the rap groups were re- 
formed. This time one-half of each group switched to another group 
so that the sexes were now mixed. I joined the same group that I had 
been with that morning and found that the girls were a little uneasy 
(possibly even hostile) in my presence. We did, however, exchange quite 
a bit of information and some questions were asked of me as the group 
came to accept my dual role. Quite a bit more about FPE; our goals, 
parties, educational interviews, etc., were explained and seemed to be 
well received. 
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A third group of panel presentations came next and about half way 
through these, I left the meeting to drive uptown to see my electrologist, 
Paula. She was between appointments, so we sat down and I told her 
what I had been doing that day at the symposium. Our time passed 
swiftly and in what seemed like minutes, an hour had elapsed, her next 
patient arrived and | went back to meet Peggy for dinner. Unfortunately, 
the scheduled groups that were to meet after the panels had been can- 
celled and everybody had already left. On my own, I went back uptown, 
located a small restaurant and had dinner by myself. 


At about 7:30 to 8:00 p.m. I arrived back at the Center for the even- 
ings activities. Quite a number of the professionals had come back also 
to see how the gay group entertained themselves and were joined by a 
large group of gay individuals who had come in to see how the sym- 
posium had turned out and how much had been accomplished. A puppet 
show was first up, put on by lesbians, who had put a lot of work into it. 
The show summarized very well the entire days thoughts. The next bit of 
“entertainment” was by extreme lesbians and womens radical lib group 
in skits about how the women in society were put down, etc. etc. While 
they had undoubtedly put quite a bit of effort and thought into their 
acts, it was my impression that it was an “overkill” type of presentation; 
language was horrible, dress was just as bad and their physical actions 
during the show were just plain pornography. Kuhula was the final for 
entertainment, and she made up for all of the ugly stuff that had pre- 
ceded her. She sang mostly contemporary freedom and rock songs and 
accommpanied herself with a guitar. Out of sight. 


When we finally let Kuhula stop singing, dancing began, little groups 
of friends gathered together talking over the days activities and the 
people who had come to the symposium seemed to agree that all had 
gone quite well. The rest of the evening was to include a tour of the gay 
bars in the immediate vicinity. However, as Peggy had had quite a tiring 
week in preparing for the symposium and had been a moderator of one 
of the rap groups, she opted to head for home and bed. Before she could 
leave, I requested and was able to take a couple of pictures of our group, 
with the exception of Kim who had somehow disappeared after Kuhula’s 
finale. Peggy and I then exchanged shots of each other with my camera, 
and then were able to leave. 


Her vehicle was some distance away and mine quite close so I offered 
to give her a lift to her parking site. While we were walking to my pick- 
up, we decided to stop into a straight bar uptown for a tall cool one and 
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review our respective thoughts. As it turned out, the one we chose had a 
live three-piece band and singing group that was very loud and made 
conversation impossible. We did enjoy the music, however, had our 
drinks, received invitations to dance (turned them down of course) and 
relaxed within a pleasant atmosphere. Upon leaving this bar, we did go 
directly to Peggy’s car and bid each other good night from a very excit- 
ing, interesting and profitable day. 


My trip home was uneventful, arriving there at about 2:00 a.m. By 
3:00 I had removed all the makeup, nail polish, etc., and was again in 
bed. Even though I had been up 22 hours, slept fitfully the night before 
and was dead tired, it was some time before I could actually get to sleep. 
Too many things had happened during this day and they all went flying 
through my head interposing and superimposing themselves all over 
again. I can’t wait until next time! 

Nickie 
47-N-2 
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— — — LA FEMME FACIAL SALON —- — — 


ELECTROLYSIS e FACIALS e MAKEUP CONSULTANT 


You owe it to your Femmeself 
to let her look her loveliest. 


| am well acquainted with TV's. | know their social problems. 
| can help you with yours. 


Privacy and Understanding Assured 


Please phone for information 
By Appointment Only 


LOLA de BORSODY 
350 E. 77th St. UN 1-6208 New York, N.Y. 


FICTION = = 


REINCARNATION OF RICHARD 


a 


It was a sunny afternoon when Richard arrived in the big city. This 
was not his first visit, but never before had his business left him so 
much time on his hands as on this occasion. He did not have to attend 
all the sessions of the conference and thus, strolling through the streets 
and the precious little parks, he began to really ‘discover’ the city. He 
also noticed what fascinating dresses they showed in these over-sized 
sales-windows! It was only last year in the carnival season that he had 
met for the first time in his life a charming young lady that later turned 
out to be a young man. From that very moment on, there was a secret, 
unruly question in his mind: could he himself ever go through such a 
transformation? Was there any chance at all for him to become such 
an attractively dressed lady too? Maybe at least for a few days of the 
carnival? 


He had begun to think over what such an experience would mean in 
terms of preparations. Well, one would have to have a good looking 
dress he thought, and certainly some make-up and definitely a wig. But 
all these thoughts were so vague in his mind that no definite plan of ac- 
tion or project had formed in his head, when his eyes now scanned the 
beautiful lay-out of dainty feminine things in those down-town shops. 
It had always been business first for him, but now, in this city, he had 
a bit more time to think things over... 


In a very busy street close to the railroad station, his eyes caught the 
advertising of a small newly opened beauty parlor. On one side of the 
showcase there was a whole collection of wigs. Wigs in all colors and 
shades. “We make wigs,” the announcement said. And it also stated 
that they would make wigs to order, even on short notice. Richard 
turned the door knob under a strange inner compulsion. With a cour- 
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age normally unknown to him, he went into the shop to find out about 
those wigs. He had hardly entered when a smiling, good looking shop- 
girl asked, 


“What can I do for you?” 


“Well, I thought. ..I saw...” It seemed as if his tongue was 
twisted now, but then he blurted it out: “I wondered about your ad- 
vertising. How much are those wigs?” 


The answer was reassuring. He felt much better now, knowing that 
at least the financial aspect was not as forbidding as he had thought. 
But then came another blow. 


“What color would you like to buy for your wife?” 


That was the end, he thought. How can I get out of this? Wouldn’t 
it be better to just retreat and forget about the whole affair? He felt he 
was blushing all over but actually was able to explain calmly that the 
wig was really for him, since he wanted to use it at a forthcoming mas- 
querade ball. A matter-of-fact and understanding nod from the girl 
ended his embarrassment. 


“Certainly, that will be easy. Please come over to one of these booths 
and I’ll demonstrate what we have.” Richard certainly felt more than 
relieved since other ladies had begun to look at him and must surely be 
wondering what he was doing there. 


So he eagerly went into one of the booths and made himself com- 
fortable in one of the chairs the girl had indicated. She went to get him 
a few samples. Coming back she first took his head measurements, 
since she assured him that this was absolutely necessary to make a 
really smooth fitting wig. Then with professional efficiency, she put a 
blond wig with long hair on his head, neatly arranging the hair so that 
it fell over his left shoulder. 


“If you don’t mind” the girl said, “Ill just put this little blue cape 
over your jacket so that we don’t mess up your suit.” 


What a difference that made! To him it seemed as if the first small 
step was being taken in the direction of a profound changeover. He 
was still sitting in the chair, and without make-up there was too much 
contrast between his face and hair, but then this blue cape neatly cov- 
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ered his jacket and it really looked in the mirror as if this was a lady 
getting her hair set. He was startled and thrilled to notice this and 
didn’t overlook the girl, who appraised him with a silent, but admiring 
look. With interest in her voice she asked if he had ever changed into a 
girl before. After his negative reply she observed that he certainly was 
going to look very feminine when make-up and a dress were added. 


“In fact I think you will be better looking than most of our ladies 
here,” the girl said. 


Then she made a rather unexpected offer to help him out with a few 
beauty tips if he would like, perhaps the next time, when he came to 
pick up the finished wig. That was an offer he readily accepted. After 
settling on color and hair style for the wig, he departed with the knowl- 
edge that the wig would be ready in three days and he could come for it 
then. 


Those three days were days of mixed joy and despair. He was thrilled 
by the prospect of getting a wig of his own and knowing someone was 
interested enough to help him. On the other hand he felt very unhappy 
about getting his feminine desires partly fulfilled, without seeing how 
he would look with a complete change. The third day came. He went 
to the beauty parlor again. Now it was for him the most fascinating 
place in town. This time it was much easier to cross the threshold and 
ask for the salesgirl. His wig was ready and he willingly paid for it, 
but then she suggested something startling. By this time he had already 
decided that she must be the daughter of the shop’s owner, and this 
gave her suggestion some justification. 


“Tm sorry, but I don’t have much time right now. But why don’t you 
come back at 7 o’clock tonight? We close the shop then, my parents go 
home and they always leave me to clean up things for the next day. Who 
knows, at that time we could make a real lady of you.” 


This last sentence seemed a really promising one. Without hesitation 


he accepted, promising to be there at the suggested time, right on the 
minute. 


“Wait a minute,” she said. “I just want to look you over and see 
what size of clothing you probably wear.” 


Night came. Richard arrived on time. Hurriedly the girl let him in 
and at once drew the shades. ‘““Now we have all the time we need, and 
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we certainly are going to use it.” She showed him where the employees 
dressing room was and told him to change into the things he would 
find inside. Willingly he entered the room. But what a surprise when he 
found there not just a simple dress as he had expected but a whole, com- 
pletely new feminine outfit with underwear, shoes, stockings and a 
beautiful, stunning summer dress. All this was really for him? But how 
to get into it. Never before had he made such a change. Thus it took 
him quite a time to put on the fine lingerie. And how difficult it was to 
get the nylon hose correctly rolled up and then fastened properly. With 
the bra and the dress it was already a bit easier and with growing pride 
he felt how the girl within him took over and began to gain experience. 
With a hesitant step he left the dressing room and entered the beauty 
parlor. Here Georgine had meanwhile cleared everything away and put 
it in order. 


“What a surprise!”’ she burst out on seeing him. “I knew you would 
make a good looking girl, but 1 did not imagine you would be really 
this beautiful. Let’s get started and let me take care of your face and 
hair, since there is definitely something lacking,” she smiled. 


Obediently he sat down and watched in the large mirror the wonder- 
ful process of putting on the most attractive makeup. And then the 
crowning step: the wig that was now his own. He hardly could believe 
his eyes. Was that pretty girl there in the mirror really himself. During 
these moments there, something had also changed within him. He be- 
gan to feel like a girl now. Thus the new question from Georgine didn’t 
come quite so unexpectedly. 


“What would you like to be called now? Since a girl as wonderful 
looking as you are couldn’t possibly be named Richard, how about 
Renata? Alright?’ Renata could only nod her approval, still com- 
pletely stunned by all that had happened in these last hours. Georgine 
asked her to wait in the front of the shop for a few minutes while she 
too would change into something different. Well why not? 


Renata began in a feminine manner to leaf through the magazine 
that she found there, sensing a newly discovered affinity with the gra- 
ciously dressed ladies that were pictured in them. His cigarettes? Oh 
yes, they were still in the men’s clothes he had left in that room. Walk- 
ing down the aisle he entered there again. But what a shock: his suit 
was not there and none of the other things! Someone had taken them. 
Here he was, trapped and without a chance to change back, even if he 
wanted to do so. What could he do about this now? With some annoy- 
ance and even a little fear; he awaited the return of Georgine. 


81 


JRansvestia 


But everything was forgotten, when a few minutes later a well dressed 
young man stepped out of the locked room which Georgine had gone 
into, put on his hat and leather gloves and with a little smile announc- 
ed: “I guess we are ready to go out for a walk now.” 


Was it true that the nice girl that only an hour ago had attended his 
wishes was now this good looking young man that gave him orders? 


“Well, Renata, don’t you want to give me the honor of taking you 
out for a walk? Or do you think that George is not to be trusted with 
nice girls?” 


What to say? What to do? Thoughts appeared and passed in his 
mind. It was all submerged in a great and buming desire to act and 
live like Renata and to have someone take her out in the street to real- 
ize a dream, long nourished in her heart. 


So out they went. A dinner in an expensive restaurant. A movie, a 
dance in a chic little bar. How marvelous the hours passed away. 
Renata hadn’t known before how difficult it was to dance in high heels 
and to behave like a lady in a crowded bar. But she caught on rapidly, 
and she noted with joy, how the observing, even possessive looks of 
George became softer and definitely more admiring as the night went 
on. It certainly was long past midnight when a tired, but decidedly 
happy Renata received the seal of a burning kiss on her lips. And she 
marveled how this had all begun with a big surprise in a little beauty 
parlor. ... 


————__ 9 = — 


SMALL ITEMS FOR FILLERS — LIKE THIS 


We could certainly do with more poems, jokes, special cartoons and 
other small items which can fill up these odd spaces at the end of longer 
pieces. So to make the magazine more interesting to all, how about mak- 
ing small contributions like the above. Special hints and helps, addresses 
of cooperative businesses of various types, etc., will also be appreciated 
by others. 
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Front L to R — Wendy and Marcia 
Rear L to R — Betty, Brendalyn, Rayetta, Marilyn, Nickie, Sheryl, Agnes 
Lambda FPE’s (Ore-Wash) Valentine Party 


Beta FPE (Mich.) and Guests 
Seated L to R — Dawn, Paula, Nina, Laurette, Therese, Virginia 
Standing L to R — Joyce, Vickie, Francis, Laura, Lauretta, Sue, Kay, 
Lori 
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IRIN | THE GIRL WITHIN AGAIN 
J/NEWS 


IRGINIA 


SE ES 


In TVia No. 73 my editorial concerned the masculine and feminine 
side of each of us — male and female. In No. 74 I discussed the “Girl 
Within” and how she comes into being in all males. This time I would 
like to discuss’self concept, self identity, self respect and self acceptance, 
in your ordinary life and as your femme self. 


In a society such as we live in which not only identifies genitals at 
birth but which uses that identification as a functional, rather than just 
a factual classification, we are all channeled into one of the two roles as 
discussed in TVia No. 74. We become the unknowing and therefore 
uncomplaining victims of the “pink blanket — blue blanket” syndrome. 
We are thus conditioned from childhood not only to an acceptance of 
the fact of our anatomical sex but the expectations of the assigned and 
appropriate genders. Incompleteness is inherant in such a divisional pro- 
cess. Thus all of our lives we are aware of this division and the need to 
conform to the appropriate pattern. Since this is a man made and not a 
natural division, we are constantly running into motivations, tempta- 
tions or circumstances which tend to activate the inappropriate part of 
ourselves. In order to conform to the social expectations of our gender 
we must control and suppress these unacceptable manifestations. Thus 
we all at an early age form a sort of filter-censor system which at a sub 
conscious level decides what is good and acceptable (i.e. masculine if 
we are males by anatomy) and what is not. This begins of necessity at 
an early age and by the time we are adolescents we all have a very clear 
theoretical set of values to go by. We have learned them both by clear, 
direct and intentional instruction by parents, teachers, and relatives and 
also by peer pressure and punishment, by simple observation and rea- 
son and by indirect, subtle and unknown learning. This collection of 
guides to our behavior becomes incorporated into what the psychiatrists 
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call our superego, which exerts very strong overall control of our daily 
lives. 


It also plays a big part in the development of our self concept (image), 
i.e. “Il am the kind of a person who is , who does , who believes 
, etc. It operates even in those who have set themselves against 
society. The only difference being that the “is”, “does”, “believes” 
patterns do not correspond to those bearing society’s stamp of approval. 
As long as there is a relatively consistant 1:1 relationship between what 
one does freely and happily and what his interior self concepts call for 
his doing, all will be well. But as a small inconsistancy between image 
and performance appears, there also appears the psychic symptoms of 
anxiety, shame, self reproach, and condemnation. As the small incongru- 
ity grows from occasional and slight to frequent and considerable, the 
above symptoms are not only increased but joined by feelings of guilt, 
fear and isolation. These psychic responses often enough, begin to affect 
body functions so that indigestion, colitis and ulcers may show up in the 
digestive system, blood pressure, and heart function are altered, hyper- 
ventilation (rapid breathing) which throws blood chemistry out of bal- 
ance) and asthma attacks — if one is inclined to have them — show up. 
And, of course, general nervousness, insomnia and irritability follow. 


Fear arises from the awareness that someone else might discover the 
inconsistancy between action and the projected image. In the case of the 
FP, fear that someone may learn of one’s love of dressing, and anxiety 
about the consequences of such a discovery by parents, wife, boss, police 
or whoever becomes a regular part of his life. 


Guilt comes from self awareness of the difference between what one’s 
self image says that one should be and should do and what one knows he 
actually is and actually does. This conflict between theory and practice 
can be very corrosive and destructive as most FPs have learned. What 
they have not learned is the dictum of Albert Ellis, that it is not what one 
does that causes him the trouble but rather what he tells himself about it, 
i.e., “I’m sick, abnormal, dirty, immoral — I’m a fool, a jerk, an ignor- 
amus,” etc. etc. If FPs could learn that lesson they would be a long way 
along the road to self acceptance. Dressing in skirts is no more injurious 
to the body than dressing in pants. The cut and style of cloth is not re- 
lated to genital anatomy. The real trouble lies in the self accusation and 
the castigation resulting from awareness that one has not, and knowledge 
that one can not or will not cease the inconsistant action (i.e. dressing). 
Guilt annnd shame are not the feelings resulting from this sense of having 
let oneself down. 
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In its more extreme forms, guilt takes on some interesting behaviors. 
An FP friend recently related the following to me: “I had already board- 
ed a plane and we were waiting to taxi out for take off. Suddenly we 
were all ordered to disembark from the plane. It seems there had been a 
bomb scare and we were all lined up to go through an inspection of our 
carry-on baggage. I had an overnight case which contained some of my 
femme things as well as my masculine clothes. As we approached the 
counter I was in the middle of a group of men all carrying brief cases or 
overnight bags. When I saw that they were opening and examining the 
the bags, I dropped out of line and went to another airline and checked 
the bag. I couldn’t face them opening my bag and finding all that femme 
stuff in it while these other guys were waiting their turn and looking on.” 


Now there are many valid reasons why a man might have feminine 
items in a suitcase. All men have mothers, most have wives and many 
have daughters. The clothing could belong to any of them or be gifts; 
their baggage could have been left behind or sent on ahead with him, the 
clothing could be given by one woman relative to another and being 
transported by him as son, husband, or father — plus other reasons. But 
he didn’t think of that because HE and he alone knew that the clothing 
belonged to him and that he was an FP. 


What he was really doing was somewhat the reverse of mind reading. 
In that, one is supposed to be able to intercept and interpret another’s 
thought. In the hyper-guilt reaction we tend to PUT what we know to 
be true INTO another’s mind (in the example the air marshalls and the 
other male witnesses) and then wait in expectation of the reaction we 
expect them to have. Not wanting to face such a reaction (which of 
course would not have happened anyway since the others didn’t really 
have the information my friend had) he ran away from the situation. 


His self concept wasn’t big enough to say in effect — “so what if I am 
carrying femme clothes, I’m not carrying a bomb and that is all you 
should be concerned with. I don’t have to explain their presence to you 
as it is none of your business.” Such a person would be in harmony with 
himself, would be self-accepting instead of self-condemning and would 
have succeeded in placing the problem where it belonged — in the other 
person’s head, not in his own. In the last analysis, that is what self-accept- 
ance really is — realizing that it is not you who has the problem (and thus 
not condemning yourself) but the other guy. If he can’t deal with you in 
any or all of your various aspects that inability is his problem. Why not 
help him, poor fellow? And if you don’t have the problem, you will have 
the energy, the time and the compassion to do so. 
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Does this mean that one should have so much “brass” that he just 
rushes into any situation saying, ““That’s your problem, Buddy!” Nat- 
urally not. I’m not counselling foolhardiness nor the courting of trouble. 
I'd just like to see my FP friends come to recognize the mechanisms of 
guilt and fear so that they can learn to handle these emotions rather 
than the emotions controlling them. Those FPs who finally learn that 
their femme self is a true and valuable part of their whole self and that 
they actually have some advantages over non-FPs for having recognized 
and come to terms with “her” will have a much enlarged self-concept 
and more self-respect for having done so. 


Additional Note: The story my friend related was the result of an 
actual bomb scare, but FPs travelling as women or carrying femme items 
in hand baggage should be aware that baggage inspection is now being 
done at many airports these days because of the hijacking precautions. 
It is often also inspected at border stations by customs men. Crank your 
nonchallance and aplomb into high gear beforehand so you will be able 
to respond cooly and appropriately to the various possibilities and not 
be caught off guard and have to improvise and stammer out improbable 
explanations. Play it cool and go ahead and fly. It’s no one else’s bus- 
iness what you carry as long as it isn’t dangerous or illegal. To paraphrase 
Smoky the Bear, “‘Remember only you can prevent guilt fires —Keep 
America (and yourself) Cool! 


A man was sitting in a Greenwich Village bar. Looking at a pretty 
young person with long curly hair who was feeding the juke box, he 
turned to the person on the stool next to him. “Is that a boy or a girl 
over there, lady?” he asked. “It’s a boy,” she replied. “How do you 
know?” “Because I am his father.” 
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by Virginia SF a ~ 


I. PUBLICITY FOR ADVERTISERS: In this issue you will find a 
new advertiser, Miss Julia of New York. This company was an old fam- 
ily concern dealing in lingerie, hosiery, girdles, bras, etc. Its present own- 
er noticed that a few men were coming in to buy feminine articles. He in- 
structed his people to treat them with understanding and courtesy and to 
help them select the best items for them. Word of the consideration shown 
to FPs spread until now the store does about half its business with and 
for men. This is their first ad in TVia. I hope those of you near them 
will drop in and get acquainted and those at a distance will write for 
their catalog. They do considerable business by mail. They are serious- 
ly considering opening other stores in other cities in the near future 
which will be planned to do a large part of their business with cross- 
dressing males. We will announce it in TVia when they do. 


Il. NEW STORIES: Of the 5 new stories listed in the price listed print- 
ed in No. 73, “Schoolgirl in the Secret Service” was mailed out early in 
Sept. “Turnabout” will probably have appeared before you receive this 
copy of TVia. It will be followed by “‘Birth of Barbara,” then by “His 
and Hers” and lastly by the two parts of “If You Can’t Lick "Em, Join 
‘EM.” I'd like to extend my thanks to those of you who ordered (and 
paid) in advance since this made the money available to print them. We 
have all such orders on the waiting list and they will be mailed as they are 
printed. However, as I’ve said before, I do not plan on printing large 
numbers of these, probably 500 copies each, so if you want any or all of 
them get your order in and wait. Don’t do it the other way around— 
wait and then order because they are likely to be gone by that time. 


Ill. BACK ISSUES AND RENTALS: One more reminder — back is- 
sues that we no longer have (see price list) are worth $2 to you if you 
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wish to dispose of them. All those of you who want issues we do not 
regularly stock can fill your files from those that we repurchase. They 
will cost you $6 per issue. Send us a list of those you want and we will 
send you the numbers of those available. Upon payment they will be 
sent to you. If we don’t have them we’ll hold your request till they come 
in and then notify you. If you don’t wish to purchase but only to read 
back issues you may borrow from our rental library of ALL back issues. 
Send $6, $4 of which will be returned or credited when the copy is re- 
turned to us. 


IV: RETURN OF RENTED COPIES: We set aside 3 copies of an is- 
sue when it runs out for the rental library. This is not very many but it 
is enough if all users of the library would respect its purpose — namely to 
enable everyone to read any back issues that they wish. But when some- 
body rents a copy and doesn’t return it it deprives someone else of that 
opportunity. True there is a $4 extra deposit which such a person for- 
feits but the idea is not to sell TVia at $6 a copy, it’s to keep the material 
available for all. So if you have rented and forgotten to return please do 
so and if you now have or plan to get any rental copies please read and 
return them promptly so others can have their turn. 


Vv. UNPAID FOR MANUSCRIPTS: Sometimes authors forget to 
put their names on manuscripts sent in and I may fail to note that fact 
and mark the name on the material. When it comes to being published 
I don’t know who the author is and who to pay for it. In some past is- 
sues (and in this one — Boys Will Be Girls) stories have been printed 
without author’s names. If any material appears which you wrote and 
for which you have not been paid please let me know so I can do so. 
Nos. 73 and 74 have not yet been paid out due to being swamped with 
work on the new stories plus being away. But if you’ve written something 
and your name didn’t appear on it please say something. 


VI. QUESTIONS, AND LETTERS: Once again I have to beg your 
cooperation. Please, to assure yourself of getting an answer, and to help 
me with a terrific postal bill, ask your questions in such a way that they 
can be answered yes or no or by providing a date, price or other spe- 
cific data. Put it on a card or sheet of paper and provide a stamped, ad- 
dressed envelope. If you will do this the questions can be answered the 
day we open your letter and get it back into the mail to you. When it re- 
quires a more lengthy answer the letter just has to hang around until I 
can get to it which in view of priorities is sometimes never. 


Person to Person 


FRE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 


_—™ 
x eGo 


ae 


NOTICE: Use of the “Person to Person” column is limited 
to FPE members and to those who have filled out a person- 
al information form. This will be sent on request after 
reader has received 5 issues of TRANSVESTIA. Address 
all answers to ads appearing here to: ‘‘CONTACT.” 


Box 36091, Los Angeles, Calif. 90036 


54-C-1 FPE New member, married, 44, would like to correspond with 
and meet other married FPs in Brit. Columbia, Canada 
or Western U.S. LINDA 

* 

9-G-1 FPE Would like to purchase “Scarcity of Nurses and other 
stories” and “TV for Victory.” To English sisters: — 
would like to obtain early copies of London Life 1915-35. 


JOAN 

2K Ok OK 
38-M-4 FPE FP, Married to an A+ wite, would like to meet others in 
Pa., N.Y., N.J. area LESLIE 


= 8 or 


MAXINE NELSON R.E. 


Permanent Hair Removal—Beard, Body, Eyebrows 
Special rates for Beard Removal 
Electro Blend Method 
Available Saturdays & Evenings by Appointment 


6238 W. Manchester Bivd. Los Angeles, Calif. 90045 


fa Westelestce Prot Bldg Neve te Cannons Phurmacr 


Phone 670-8608 For Free Consultation Appt. 
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“Daddy, my friends didn’t believe me, when I told them, we had live 
T.V. in our house!” 


PRICE LIST 


“TRANSVESTIA” .. . A magazine written by, for and about men 
with a “Feeling for the Feminine.”’ Published six times a year. 

Per Copy,,Ussues 61 “and afters). care. ry 4. Pak attad: < $5 
Per Gopy. jissues GOland "before 2. Bie peed, we $4 
Angual’ SUOSCTIOUOD, stoc)° suck culycs anasbonccek —cuk - Foeikcav Meee cit $30 
“CLIPSHEET” .. . News of transvestism and impersonation around 
the world. Clippings sent in by readers reproduced for scrap books. 
Single copies... $1 80 
FeOUm COPTIC RAE SAG VAC Gi rss Se a es ee $5 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


“THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE”. A discussion trom 
both points of view. Includes many letters from understanding 
wives. Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, 
others to understand. $4.50 


‘HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE”... A complete guide 
for the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body altera- 
tion, clothing. jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns 
public conduct, legal aspects and change of status $7.00 


“FATED FOR FEMININITY” . . . Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up us 


school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and eventually bride of 
another pretty girl. Illus. $5 


“IT AM A MALE ACTRESS” . . . Reporter impersonates a star, 


makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, 
they live as sisters. Illus. $5 


“TALES FROM PINK MIRROR” . . . This book was not 
published by Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, 
profusely illustrated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special 


school. Illus. $4 


“THE BIRTH OF BARBARA” . . . Paul and Amy’s marriage 


was falling apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul event- 
ually becomes Barbara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, 
the clothes. They live happily as sisters with Amy earning the 


Illus. $5 


living and Barbara the housewife. 
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“THE TURNABOUT PARTY” .. . A neighborhood turnabout 
party with a valuable prize Icads George's wife to decide they 
MUST win. She converts George to Sally and they do and find 
a lot of new FP friends too. Illus. $5 


“IF YOU CAN'T LICK ’EM, JOIN “EM” . . . A high school 
boy finds himself outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a 
penalty, required to maintain role by sisters, joins a_ sorority. 
Accepted by his family he gets job, meets girl, falls in love, re- 
veals all, they become engaged. In two parts. 


Part | “DOWN TO DEFEAT” Illus. $4 
Part I] “MARILYN MAKES IT” lilus. $4 
“SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE” . . . Two young 


boy cousins become girls, attend girl’s school to work with British 
Secret Service, which leads to many adventures as girls. Illus. $4 


“HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS” .. . Steven gets fed 
up with his wife’s borrowing his things, decides to show her how 
it is and borrows hers. Neither will give up and things progress 
until Steven becomes Stephanie . . . and stays that way. $3 


MARTIN TO MARION — A novel in Three Parts 


MARTIN DISCOVERS MARION — PARTI. ........... 53 
MARION GOES TO NEW YORK — PARTIE... .......--. > 
MARTIN BECOMES MARION — PART III... ...... we 
“CARNIVAL” .. . A long nove! about a boy brought up as a girl 
and her life in a carnival. Illus. $3 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES OF TRANSVESTIA 


The following back issues are still available: 14, 15, 18-22 incl., 33, 
34, 38, 48, 49, 51, 52, 53, 58, 61 and all following. However some of 
these are in limited quantities and will soon be exhausted, order now 
while they are in stock. Every issue is new and interesting until you have 
read it. Many wonderful stories, articles and pictures have appeared in 
earlier issues. Don’t overlook them waiting for newer issues. Due to the 
change of price from $4 to $5 starting with No. 61, the back issue 
special price applies ONLY TO ISSUES NO. 60 AND BEFORE. 
Reduced! rate,.6 issuesiion®: .......° A¢AEREE. BO. $7) S38). Ee $20 


Those issues no longer available to purchase may be rented to read 
and retun. Send $6 per issue, $4 will be returned or credited to you 
upon return of the rented copy. This way you can read everything from 
No. 1. 
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MERCHANDISE 


ftem 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras with 
elastic straps having a special pocket in each cup which holds a 
polyvinyl insert. Although intended to be inflated with air, the 
inserts can be filled with a special jelly to provide softness and 
weight. Available in white only in sizes 36B and 38B only. For 
larger sizes, bras can be lengthened with special extenders avail- 
able in most notions departments and 5 & 10 stores. Inserts can 
be removed and used in other bras. 

BRA and INSERTS $6 


Item 2. JELLY KIT FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two 
chemicals—one liquid the other a powder. When the powder has 
been soaked in water overnight and injected into the inserts, 
followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them properly, 
a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 
with liquid makeup. The jelly filled inserts give the breasts a 
natural softness and weight. Wom in an elastic strap bra they 
bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural breast. Full 
instructions provided including suggestions for producing 
“cleavage”. “Jelly Kit — $5 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those _ requiring 
special bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own 
the inserts can be obtained separately. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger 
bust it is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast 
replacement after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than 
the regular type and have an extended part that fits under the arm 
where the lymph glands have heen removed by surgery. This 
provides fullness in this area that no ordinary falsies of any type 
can give thus being more natural on a larger figure. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


{tem 5. “PRETTI PANTIES”: If you like wearing feminine 
things under pants these are a “must”. Nylon. lace trimmed. and 
with ribbons threaded through lace and hows. AND thev have a 
fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and practical. Sizes large 
and medium. Manufacturer varies colors. 


EACH $5 
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NOTE: Items 6, 7, 8 and 9 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. 
They are supplied to you as “blanks”. That is, they are cut to 
size and shape but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed 
to final smoothness and shape by the use. This may be done with 
any sharp scissors. To supply the items in finished smooth con- 
dition would require much more time and consequently a much 
higher price and they might still not exactly fit the needs of the 
purchasers. 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY”™ Two, separate, shield-shaped 
plastic foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the 
buttocks cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s 
derriere to more feminine proportions. They are washable, 
comfortable and undetectable. One size only. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic 
cut into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. 
Since the exact shape and size desired will vary they are intention- 
ally left in a rough finished condition to be further shaped, 
trimmed and smoothed to the desired contour by the wearer. 
Easily cut with scissors. When worn under a girdle they add about 
an inch of “hip” on each side. These are “wrap-around” pads, 
not just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. Under a girdle 
with the front pad (which they are designed to match with) they 
give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic outline. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T”-shaped toam 
pad pre-shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front 
to hold the male organs. Rough finished to allow for further 
trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 
this pad will give the “flat-front’ look so much desired without 
binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece’ that fits back 
between the legs and fills this area when wom under a pantie and 
girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. 

PAD, EACH $4 
Item 9. A’ small front pad designed to cover the male orgatis 
when they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be 
worn under bathing suits, shorts. tight slacks. Gives smooth 
rounded femiine contour. PAD, EACH $3 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested. and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspond- 
ence service to those who have been on the subscription list for at least 
5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish to use this service ask 
for the personal information form: Return it with the $5 registration 
fee. This will entitle the applicant to use the service, and a code number 
will be assigned upon acceptance. The $5 fee becomes advance pay- 
ment for ads ($2) or answers ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. Application for 
membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s subscrip- 
tion lists for 5 or more issues and having read them. (Back issues count 
as part of the 5). This will enable the reader to ascertain the kind of 
people for which the magazine is published and to decide whether he 
is also one of that kind. Acceptance into FPE is dependent upon 
approval of an application form, payment of dues and by a personal 
interview with the area councillor (when possible). Members of FPE 
may use the Person to Person service by simply paying the regular fees. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 


CHEVALIER Copyright 


©Copyright 1972 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 4 
Box 36091- Los Angeles, California 90036 


All Rights Reserved. 
No part of this book may be reproduced without written permission. 


